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Che Kelatinn of Poetry to Cinilization 


By GerorcE Hansis, ’24 


Poetry is the elemental speech of human- 
ity in moments of noble thought or deep 
feeling. The chief aims of poetry are to 
appeal to the emotions, to touch the heart 
of the reader, and to play upon his sym- 
pathies. 

By civilization I mean the improvement 
of man both socially and in his individual 
capacity. Now this involves education and 
mind development. Therefore, by the very 
logic of the argument, both poetry and 
civilization go hand in hand. 


Our civilized world is founded on ideals. 
Literature preserves the ideals of the people; 
and the ideals of love, faith, duty, friend- 
ship, freedom, and reverence, are the parts 
of human life most worthy of preservation. 
These thoughts are the solid foundation of 
our whole civilization, our freedom, our 
progress, our homes, and our religion. The 
human mind is enlightened and encouraged 
to follow these standards of civilization 
mainly through the use of poetry. How then 
can poetry decline when it is the very ma- 
terial with which this humanized world 
advances? 

I will admit that during the recent World 
War our poetry did not keep up to its stand- 
ard, but neither did civilization. Now poetry 
resumes its old function of speaking more 
urgently and more truly of the glorious 
national spirit which urges men to unity 
of thought and feeling. It now co-operates 
with civilization in downing all barbarous 
institutions, thoughts and deeds, and sub- 
stitutes for these the glory of universal 
brotherhood of mankind. 


How can such a constructive organization 
as poetry decline because of the advance- 
ments of the human mind? The only 
possible way in which this may happen is 
the lack of proper literary figures. Because 
of the great educational advancement this 
world is now making, it is practically im- 
possible for this to occur. The great field 
of poetry has always a wonderful, inspiring, 
and encouraging attraction to all the young, 
ambitious poets which are constantly pro- 
duced through the development of education. 

I believe I have established the following 
points: first, poetry and civilization advance 
as one; second, poetry is the enlightenment 
of our ideals; third, the World War reacted 
on civilization as well as poetry; fourth, the 
human mind can never discard its appre- 
ciation for poetry. In closing I would like 
to state that civilization, education, and litera- 
ture, which form the foundation on which 
the human being now exists, have a direct 
influence on one another. The basis of 
my argument is, ‘‘United they stand, divided 
they fall.” 
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Areanwers and Boers 


By EvizapetH Eaton 


What is the difference between the 
person who does, and the person who fret- 
fully dreams of what he will do? The doer is 
charged through with an ungovernable ambi- 
tion plus vision of the ideal finished product; 
the idle dreamer may have ambition but he 
necessarily lacks the required supply of 
determination and self-confidence. 
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If the dreamers would only construct 
the foundations of their air castles, how 
easy it would be for them to proceed with 
the timbers and rafters. 

A dreamer is the most unhappy person 
who lives. He is never satisfied with his 
own assigned lot and yearns for things which 
he, because he is a dreamer, may never obtain. 

Follow in the footsteps of the doers if you 
cannot begin for yourself. Just think of the 
examples taught by our Pilgrim Fathers, 
Washington, Lincoln, and Roosevelt — all 
doers in the highest meaning of the word. 

The beginning of some great achievement 
seems stupendous; but the memory of a good 
beginning gives the greatest pleasure. 

The doers never wait for help along their 
way. With assurance and vigor they com- 
mence the difficult feat placed before them, 
and always others unite for their support. 
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“A Smile Will Go a Long, Long 
Way” 


We hear so much of the cold, wide world 
and the cold reception that awaits us there 
that we wonder whether any one will ever 
take an interest in us again after we have 
left High School behind. We are _ told 
that we will be entirely ‘on our own”’ just 
as soon as the doors of the High School 
close behind us and that what we will be 
depends on our efforts alone. Rather a 
terrifying thought, isn’t it? No wonder so 
many young people go out “into the world” 
with a chill of foreboding. And do they 
find their fears justified? Eight times out 
of ten, mo. Why should they? The World 
is just as full of human beings, ready to take 
an interest in any object worthy of interest 
as the High School was. 

That old warning ‘“‘You’ve got to look 
out for yourself because no one else will” 
is, of course, true in the World, yet perhaps 
no truer in the World than in High 
School. Of course we are ‘“‘on our own” 
and we want to be, but far from being an 


article of discouragement, that should be 
our brightest hope. For we are all in- 
dependent enough to want to wim our own 
places in the World’s volume of ‘‘Who’s 
Who.” 

So, as long as the student tries to make 
himself pleasant and likeable, he will find 
the cold World no colder than he found 
High School and people will take just as 
much interest in his progress there as they 
did when he was in High School. 

The title of a popular song furnishes us 
the “Open Sesame’”’ to popularity and success 
in the World: “A Smile Will Go a Long, 
Long Way.” Just a simple little formula— 
and very easy to perform, yet—how few 
people actually practice it! It is an almost 
infallible fact that the corners of your mouth 
can direct your progress. Turn them up 
and you are on the high road to success. 
But let them turn down and you will very 
probably find yourself going down also, to 
failure. 

So, when you feel discouraged, out in 
the wide, cold World, try smiling and see if 
the higher paths of success will not come into 
view on your horizon. Just remember: 
“A Smile Will Go a Long, Long Way.” 

Delay ae. 


N-H-S what do those letters mean to you 
and to us as a unit? Do they represent an 
actual meaning or are they just letters? Let 
us analyze that “actual meaning.’ Prob- 
ably the letters create a different meaning 
to each one of us but it must have the same 
basis or it would be of no value. First, 
those letters stand for Needham High School, 
which is giving us our secondary education 
and that alone must cause some reaction. 
Secondly, that ‘“‘N—H-S”’ stands for a separate 
era and turning point in our lives. We 
may not realize it now but sooner or later 
we are going to look back on these four 
short years with many reminiscences. Our 
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work may take up time and we may often 
get discouraged but eventually (why not 
now) we are going to appreciate our education 
and respect ourselves more for having grit 
enough to stick to our lessons. Thirdly, 
we have a sense of loyalty that is more or 
less a natural gift and looks out for whatever 
interests we are in. That loyalty amounts 
to a common bond and spirit which brings 
us into the saying “‘united we stand, divided 
we fall.’ What could our splendid athletic 
teams do without the support of the school, 
what would happen to a class if the other 
classes were not behind it? A school can’t 
be successful unless the townspeople are 
backing it and it will not get their backing 
unless the students themselves are working 
for it. Also, under that sense of loyalty, 
comes our work to build a school reputation. 
We have no idea how much goes into that 
reputation, our school spirit soon gets around, 
our athletic interest, scholarship, and even 
our everyday conduct, especially before a 
speaker. Lastly that ‘‘'N-H-S” gives to 
us a cause for pride, an object to work for. 
It is the nucleus of a brotherhood, so to 
speak, at any rate one of the finest sorts of 
organization. Certainly as we are getting 
so much personal benefit and as our N. H. S. 
benefits so much by our work, we can give 
our best to our school and never regret it 
especially as the school is what we make it 


and WE are the school. 


W. M.S., Jr. 
anninnicoesnniie 


Words 


By Ev_mer DeFRrazio, ’25 


The power of speech is man’s greatest 
weapon. Without it we could not exist in 
the manner in which we now live. Like 
many other useful and essential things, our 
speech is often abused. We frequently make 
remarks which hurt the feelings of our 
friends, without our knowing it. Some people 
go further than this by intentionally saying 
things which hurt the feelings or spirit of 
some other person. 


Consider the many accidents which occur 
because of the old statement “I didn’t 
know it was loaded.’”’ This expression refers 
to the use of our language as well as to a 
gun: the loaded gun is a thing to be careful 
of, and so is a ‘‘loaded” word. A “‘loaded”’ 
word may explode before it hits its target, 
and the operator of the expression may be 
the one who is injured. 

One hears that ‘‘talk is cheap.’ This 
may be so if the talk is given over the back 
fence, but try it on a long distance telephone 
and then make your decision. A few words 
given at the right time are like a long dis- 
tance call—it is worth something. Un- 
necessary words, or words uttered to display 
one’s knowledge, are nothing but things said 
over the back fence. 

A man with a fortune might just as well 
be poor if he does not know how to handle 
his money. It can be a blessing or a curse; 
this all depends on how one uses his fortune. 
Sarcasm is a fortune if you are able to control, 
as well as use it at the right time. Let us 
look at the position of an athletic coach: 
he has taught his team to play in a certain 
manner. During a game, one player plays 
contrary to the manner in which he was 
taught. In the intermission, the coach gives 
the team some advice. After speaking to 
different members of the squad, he turns to 
the player who had not followed his in- 
structions and shows him his error. At the 
same time, he introduces a bit of sarcasm 
in the speech. Nine times out of ten, it 
results that the player plays a good game 
through the rest of the contest; that is, if 
the coach does not become too sarcastic. 
When the talk is too severe, the team tends 
to become sullen or resentful, which makes 
it much harder for the coach to handle them. 


Good, clean, honest speech should be 
practiced at all times, regardless of the 
situation. Perhaps you have come in contact 


with people who talk with a polished and 
refined manner while they are in school, 


(Continued on Page 70) 
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Out of the Air 


By Horace PREBLE, ’26 


The Assyria, a mail and passenger steamer 
of the United States Steamship Lines, sailed 
serenely toward Hawaii and the Orient. 
The Assyria was a typical mail steamer of 
about thirty thousand tons and was only 
thirty-six hours out from San Francisco. 


The decks were crowded with tourists and 
numerous travelers and from the ballroom 
came the weird strains of an oriental dance 
orchestra. In a small but fully equipped 
radio room, off the bridge deck, sat a young 
man, whose athletic build and clean, wind- 
tanned face, showed him to be in his early 
twenties. The night was clear and cool 
and aside from a few country to country 
messages the air was clear of interference. 
Hugh Desmond, the night operator, of the 
Assyria, sat with the headset in its usual 
position over his ears. He was thinking of 
home as he listened to a radio concert from a 
station in his home town. Now and then 
the high pitched notes of a sending station 
droned into his ears from the night but none 
were meant for his ship so he continued to 
enjoy the broadcast from his home. 

Suddenly, from out the air came the 
quick staccato note of an S. O. S. It was 
repeated over and over again, then followed 
this message, “Steamer, Mary Thomas, tramp, 
bound for San Francisco from Singapore, 
cargo, teakwood, bad fire has broken out in 
the after hold, beyond control, come quickly. 
Position Long. 14° 30min. north, Lat. 
136° 57min. west. Position 14° 30min. 


north. Lat. 136° 57min. west.’”’ Then quiet. 
Quickly throwing a switch and turning on a 
powerful motor he tapped out the words, 
“Stand by,” and then snatching a speaking 
tube, at his elbow, explained the particulars 
to the captain. Orders to change the course 
and crowd on extra steam followed and Hugh 
tapped out this answer. “‘S. S. Assyria, 
United Steamship Lines. San Francisco to 
the Orient, coming to your assistance, can 
make it in about two hours, stand by until 
then.”’ From time to time he tapped out 
words of encouragement into the night, and 
he learned from the other operator that 
there were fourteen passengers aboard the 
Mary Thomas. 


On the Mary Thomas, the flames licked 
their way eagerly toward the bow, and the 
sailors and male passengers were trying to 
hold the fire in check by a bucket brigade, the 
fires were flooded and the pumps useless. 
In the wireless room the heat was fearful 
and the operator while sending a message 
fainted, to be dragged forth by the captain, 
who had come to take him to a place of safety. 

Hugh in his own cabin heard the break 
in the message and vainly tried to rouse the 
ship again. He heard the message from 
the Mary Thomas. “Hurry, the heat is 
unbearable, room —flames — hurry — fire 
— headway, no pu—’’ and the message had 
ended. On deck the flames could be seen 
and the outline of the glowing hull could 
be clearly distinguished, now the flames were 
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shooting skyward, now the ship was 
hidden by smoke. A spirit of restraint held 
the passengers of the Assyria who lined the 
rail. Six life boats hung ready to be dropped 
and the crews stood by equipped with oars 
and boat-hooks. The heat could now be 
felt aboard the Assyria and she was slowing 
up in preparation for the rescue. 

Down dropped the life boats and as soon 
as they hit the water sped toward the stricken 
vessel, soon they were under the bow and 
the women and injured seamen were first 
taken off. As soon as they were loaded, 
the boats returned to the Assyria and as 


the captain, the last to leave the Mary 
Thomas, left the ship, a tremendous explosion 
rent the air and the ship blew to pieces, 
capsizing the remaining life boat, and shower- 
ing its occupants with burning debris. All 
but three were rescued by the other boat, 
but the captain and two seamen of the 
Mary Thomas had gone to a noble grave. 

At noon the following day, the unhappy 
survivors of the Mary Thomas were trans- 
ferred to a ship bound for San Francisco and 
the event was remembered only as one of 
the numberless rescues which occur daily in 
the lives of seamen. 
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Smagination 
By Georce C. Hansis, ’24 


It was a cold damp day in early spring 
and the gentle pattering of the rain on the 
roof was the only noise that seemed to dis- 
turb the solemn stillness of the descending 
twilight. 

In a cozy house, which was situated on a 
high hill overlooking the thriving community 
of Denver, lived George Palmstrom, a young 
lawyer. During the last ten years, Palm- 
strom’s aggressiveness and determination to 
succeed had brought him up from mere office 
boy to the position of a lawyer of great 
renown. These ten trying years had gradu- 
ally broken down the iron constitution of Mr. 
Palmstrom and now he was on the verge 
of a physical breakdown. 

This morning, through the frantic appeals 
of his wife, he had decided to consult a special- 
ist about his trouble. The physician, after 
having thoroughly examined him, stated in 
rather a grave manner, that he should return 
home immediately and await further instruc- 
tions. 

The doctor’s orders had just arrived 
and Palmstrom opened the letter with excited 
haste. He read it, first hastily and again 
slowly. He then uttered a low dismal groan 
and sank back into his chair as though he had 
received a death warrant. 


The letter read as follows: 

“Your right lung is gone and your 
heart is seriously deranged. I advise 
you to lose no time in putting your 
affairs in order. Of course, you may 
live for weeks, but you would do well 
to leave nothing of importance un- 
settled.” 

Mr. Palmstrom methodically folded the 
pages and placed the sad letter in his pocket. 
“Yes,” thought he, ‘“‘the doctor is right. 
My respiration certainly troubles me. Oh, 
how those pains shoot through my heart.”’ 

Toward midnight he had a sinking spell 
that caused his wife to call the doctor. 

The physician, on his arrival, was as- 
tounded. ‘‘Why,’ he cried, “‘there were no 
symptoms of this sort this morning! What 
on earth have you been doing to yourself?” 

The patient’s face screwed up with pain, 
he pressed his hand to his breast and said 
feebly, ‘It’s the heart, I suppose, doctor.” 

“The heart?” said the doctor. “There 
was nothing this morning the matter with 
your heart.” 

“My lungs, then,” the patient groaned. 

“What ails you?” the doctor shouted. 
“You don’t seem to have been drinking.”’ 

“Your letter, doctor — you told me I had 


Che Aduncate 9 


only a few weeks to live,’’ Palmstrom man- 
aged to gasp out. 

“Nonsense! Are you crazy? I told you 
to take a month’s vacation at the seashore 
and you'd be as good as new again.”’ 

The patient drew the fateful letter from a 
drawer beside his bed and passed it to the 
physician. 

“Well,” said the doctor, glancing at it, 
“this is a pretty mess. This letter was 
intended for another man. My secretary 
mixed up the envelopes.” 


The patient laughed and sat up in bed. 
His recovery was rapid. 

A month later, Mr. Palmstrom returned 
to his work feeling like a new man. The 
poor, old, dying consumptive who had 
received this young man’s letter, delighted 
with the prediction that a month at the 
seashore would make a sound man out of 
him, packed his trunk and took the first train 
to Florida. This remedy proved very success- 
ful and today both are enjoying good 
health. 
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Aunt Phila HI] 


By RicHARDSON 


Aunt Phila III was enjoying a most 
wonderful hour. It was not unusual to find 
‘her seated in an old oak chair in the shade of a 
huge willow tree down by a small brook 
whose course was much interrupted by 
many irregularities of its rocky bed. 

She saw herself back in England at a 
magnificent ball which had been given in her 
and Crawford Kenilworth’s honor. They 
were the most popular couple of the season 
and all their friends were looking forward 
to the day set for their marriage, as the big 
event of the year. Phila was the daughter of 
General Ridgewaithe who had served in that 
capacity during the uprising of 1868. She was 
the last of the Philas, so named for the last 
three generations. The first two  Philas 
had been true, ‘“‘blue-stockings,’’ very much 
respected by all and greatly feared; so it 
was not astonishing that the relatives of 
Phila III were duly shocked when she an- 
nounced her engagement to Kenilworth, for 
they had counted on her to uphold certain 
traditions. One person, however, was im- 
mensely pleased and this was the general, 
who although gruff and severe, had a very 
vulnerable heart in such matters and _ per- 
sonally despised the “‘blue-stockings.”’ 

Kenilworth was just swagger enough to 
be popular with the social set and thoroughiy 
all that pertained to business. 


’ 


serious in 


It was his great ambition to come to America 
and grow wheat. He even had his eye on a 
strip of land in the Southern part of Manitoba. 
However, tomorrow he must report at 
headquarters in London and receive his 
commission to conduct a division of the army 
into Ireland to settle some ponderous difh- 
culties, consisting of revolts without reason 
and uprisings. 

The tower-clock struck three and the 
last dance formed and Phila and Kenilworth 
were triumphantly led out. 

Crawford’s ship was leaving from Liver- 
pool in the morning, which meant an early 
ride overland. After a rather vague, shaken 
look as though he had seen a stumbling 
assurance of his speedy return and of their 
trip to America, that was the last time Phila 
ever saw him, for he never returned. Very 
much grieved but still plucky, she decided 
to carry out the plans of her lover. Could 
she manage a farm, she who had never done 
any real work in all her life? It certainly 
was evident that she could not remain in 
England. She felt the need of space, of 
something to make her forget herself, or she 
would go crazy. So it was that she received 
her share of the estate and sailed for America. 

Now she sat musing at all she had accom- 
plished. Right now she reviewed the limitless 
wheat fields, all her own, that were helping 


10 Che Aduncate 


to feed the world. She looked a little west 
and saw a real old English style villa of her 
Grandfather’s period, and hidden almost by 
some thick foliaged trees which were kept 
living by endless care and patience; she 
saw the huge stone houses where all the 
agricultural implements of the most modern 
type were kept. A little further off were 
ranged the bunk houses, all neatly kept 
and well built, which accommodated two 
hundred workmen in a full season. Is there 
any wonder that she was proud, and well she 
could be for there was no man or animal on 


the place who didn’t understand, respect, 
and love Aunt Phila ? 

The chatter of hoofs brings Aunt Phila 
to her senses and wondering what the caller 
wants, she is interrupted by a cheery voice 
“Oh, I say Aunt Phila, you haven’t for- 
gotten that this is Saturday night have you 
and that your going with us to the dance? 
All the boys are waiting down there for you.” 

“Well upon my word Sandy, I guess I’m 
getting old or I’ve been dreaming or some- 
thing. Just a minute and I'll be ight 
along.”’ 
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“@ntdoors” 


By ROBERT WILSON, ’24 


A dog and gun and the open fields, 
The tang of the autumn air, 

The savage thrill as the setter steals, 
To the Bob White’s grassy lair. 


The open road, a motor car, 
The khaki clothes and all, 
A camping kit, a journey far, 

I cannot resist the call. 


The cool glades where wood folk dwell, 
Where rivers dash and foam, 

The outdoors holds me in its spell, 
And there I feel at home. 
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Che Storm 


By MADELAINE KROLL, ’24 


’Tis dark, ’tis dreary, all around is black, 

A calm, expectant hush lies on the sea, 

The leaden skies above, reflected back, 

Seem shrouded in the deepest mystery. 

What is this thing for which they seem to wait? 

What awful hand has stilled the lapping wave? 

What dulled the yellow sands the waters lave? 

Can this strange pall forebode some awe inspiring deed? 


A flash, a crash, a sudden burst of flame, 

A fearful rending of the baleful sky, 

The coming of the Storm King now proclaims, 
Fast followed by the sea-gull’s hurtling cry. 
Another clash,—then comes the rushing rain, 
A very torrent, tumbling in its haste, 

Descends and churns to foam the lashing main, 
When lo, diffusing light upon the waste 

A rainbow spreads its vari-colored arc on high. 


My Greasures 


By PRISCILLA PACKARD, ’24 


I always loved the old things best, 

The things that time has gently touched, 
And that have gathered in their rest 

Much beauty with their film of dust. 


I love old pewter’s silver sheen, 
Old china gaily sprigged with flowers, 
And old mahogany’s dusky gleam 
Growing more mellow with the hours. 


I love the thought that others gone 
Have loved the things I find so fair 

And hope that others yet to come 
Will touch them with as dear a care. 
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Music 
By DoroTHY H. BRUNS, ’24 


The colored lights flashed gay 
Upon the assembled band 
And lesser sounds gave way 
As the leader raised his hand. 


The saxaphone blared out, 
The violins echoed high, 

The base drums thund’rous shout 
Caught the clarionet’s harsh cry. 


The piano tinkled clear, 
The cymbals’ crashing din 
Woke the oboe resting near 
And the xylophone chimed in. 


Echo on echo goes, 
Din grew to furious swell, 
Then, sudden as it rose, 
The leader’s baton fell. 


Che Aduncate 11 
Lust: A Cired Business Man 


By ELranor Tissitts 


Mr. Gordon, president of the First 
National Bank of Chadwick, Minnesota, 
paced back and forth in his little boxlike office. 

“My head, my head,” he groaned. “I 
Panteanink,.,. can't work) ) can¢ eat or 
sleep! This noise and bustle continually 
in my ears all day long is driving me mad!” 

Thus he waited on and on while the clerks 
in the outer office whispered among them- 
selves and threw bewildered glances at the 
““‘boss”’ offices. 

Finally the noises ceased and a deep 
silence prevailed until slam, bang went the 
office door and out rushed Mr. Gordon with 
his hat over one ear and his coat trailing over 
the dusty floor. Through the office he rushed 
out into the street and into his car without 
even opening the door. 

As he drove recklessly along his brain 
appeared to have cleared somewhat because 
he muttered to himself: 

“The very thing! That’s just what I 
need! Ten days in my little camp, breathing 
in the clear air will be just the thing to set me 
on my feet. I feel a new man already!” 

When he arrived home he found the 
house locked and every one away. 

‘Well — guess I will just leave a note and 
not wait for them to come home.”’ 

He tore a leaf from his memorandum 
book and wrote: 

Dear Grace: 

Have decided to spend a couple of days 
in camp. Couldn’t wait until you came 
back so am leaving this note. I'll be home 
Saturday. John. 

This he placed under the straw mat in 
front of the door and off he went. 

Now everything would have worked out 
perfectly if — and if is a small word but it 
meansalot. In this case it meant everything! 

The Gordons were fortunate or rather 
unfortunate enough to have a cat and a dog. 
And this cat and dog were not the exception 


which proves the rule. When ever they got 
within ten feet of each other something was 
sure to happen. 

As Mr. Gordon placed the note under the 
mat, the cat was regarding him intently from 
the porch railing and the dog was coming 
up the walk. Puss decided to investigate 
and as she landed on the mat the dog landed 
on her! It was truely the best fight in the 
history of cats and dogs but the point that 
really matters is that during the conflict the 
mat was dragged from the porch and the 
note went flying gaily away! 

Soon after this, Mrs. Gordon and her 
daughter arrived. 

The preparations for supper were per- 
formed and everything on the table but 
Mr. Gordon did not appear. 

At seven o'clock Mrs. Gordon and Dorothy 
ate and set Mr. Gordon’s supper on the stove. 

Eight o’clock and still the father and 
husband did not come! 

Mrs. Gordon did the dishes, sewed a bit, 
read a murder story and then began to worry. 

Nine—! Ten—! Eleven!— Twelve!— 
One!—and still no Mr. Gordon. 

By this time his wife was in a state of 
mental collapse. She had called every neigh- 
bor within a ten-mile radius and as they 
failed to give her any information, she 
called the police. 

“T just know he has been robbed on the 
way home, or kidnapped or something!” 
she screamed. 

Now to add further discomfiture, it began 
to rain and blow. The very elements seemed 
lamenting the sudden disappearance of ‘‘one 
of our respected citizens.” 

Soon the police arrived and gathered in 
the living room with the other excited 
neighbors. 

Just at this critical moment they heard 
the front door slam and in stomped Mr. 
Gordon! 
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After some of the clamor had died away, 
Mr. Gordon explained that upon reaching 
camp he found that the cabin leaked like a 
sieve, there was not a stick of dry wood any- 
where, and he had forgotten matches! 


When the last neighbor had departed and 
quiet settled over the house, Mr. Gordon 
vowed over and over to himself that he much 
preferred a noisy office to a wet, cold camp or 
a home full of “helpful” friends. 


PHT se PULL 


Che Short Diary of a Small Hoy 


By CATHERINE Coates, ’25 


January 1. My Sun. School teacher 
give me a diary on the Xmas Tree at the 
church. I’m going to keep it and rite all 
my advenshures in it. 

January 2. Me and my friends got 
some new names. I’m Shylock. I ain’t 
telling why. Jimmie is Bimbo. Bill is 
Cross-eye Joe ‘cause he can cross his eyes 
so good. We are all in good friends now. 
Ma says she don’t no how long this will 
last and I says for life. We are a secret 
club now and if any guy tells the rules he 
gets kicked out and we make some new ones. 
We pay five cents a week and I’m tresurer. 
Bimbo’s presedent and he thinks he’s smart 
but I like to be tresurer. 

January 3. Nothing advenchurus hap- 
pened. We had a meeting of our secret 
club in my sellur. My ma don’t no about 
it being in the sellur yet. 

January 4. We disided to save our 
tresury money to go to Florida and then 
we can get some oranges for nothing. 

January 5. Nothing very advenshur some 
happening now ‘cept that Eddie is good 
friends with us and he belongs to the secret 
club now. His name is the terror. Bimbo 
told him all about the secrets but it’s alrite 
because the terror belongs to the club now 
but the next time Bim squeels out he goes. 
I’m not going to rite eney more till some 
reel advenshures happen. 

April 7. We got Easter vacachun now. 
Ain’t I sick of school? Every time I say 
ain't or don’t the teacher smiles all over 
and says what did you say and I say aint 
or dont and she keeps smiling and saying 


what did you say till I just have to say isnt 
or doesnt. Don’t she no what aint means? 

April 8. We kicked Bimbo out of the 
club cause he told Red our secrets and we 
and Red is enemies. Red’s got a gang and 
they fite us at school all the time and we 
have to stay after. 

April 9. We had a meeting to-day. 
We was so hot! We disided to make a trip 
to New Hampshire (Ma told me how to 
spel it) so we wont be hot eney more. I’m 
going to take my bike, the terror is going to 
take his cart for the provishuns, Cross-eye 
Joe — Joe for short is going to take his bike. 

April 11. We started our jurney but 
had to go home cause the terror’s leg got 
tired pushing the cart and besides he feli 
over and the provishuns got spilled on the street. 


April 19. Satiday—The club _ desided 
to start again on our trip. Teacher kept 
me after.yesterday and we won't have to 
go to school in New Hampshire. 

April 20. We got a good start but we 
had to come home again because it began 
to rain. 

June 26. School clozed to-day, about 
time! My cuzin got out of school a week 
ago. Me and my family are going to New 
Hampshire to-morrow. 

June 28. We been up to New Hamp. 
two days now. There are some new boys 
here and I’m in friends with them. Joe 
still lives here and we’re good friends too 
but not as good as me and the new boys. 
There names is Tom and Bob. Me and 
the new kids went in swimming to-day. l 
can swim better than they can. 
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June 30. Mary Jones and Sally and 
Peggy Smith came to watch me and Tom 
and Bob in swimming today. Joe’s too yeller to 
go in swimming. He's just a young kid eney 
how. The girls said I was a wondaful swimmer 
and Tom and Bob is mad. What do I care. 
There just jellis. We ain’t friends no more. 

July 4. Gee what a ded place this old 
town is. My Pa brot me some fire crackers 
and stuff and Toms and Bobs Pa brot them 
some too. Mine was best. We set it all 
off together. I aint going to rite eney more 
till I start the secret club again at home. 

September 18. School again! Gosh don’t I 
hate it. Weaint going to have the secret club 
no more were going to have a stamp company. 


September 28. I aint going to rite in this 
no more I[ aint got no time we got a reel 
live Stamp Company. We got printed enve- 
lopes and paper and an offuce. The name 
is the BINGO STAMP CO. Trade here and 
save money. 


Thirty years later—Well, old diary, I just 
found you among the rest of my youthful 
relics. When I read you over, I lived 
again some of my boyhood days, with their 
wholesome fun, boyish sorrows and desires. 
My own two boys are now making their 
imprints and blots upon the pages of time. 
May they later enjoy the happy memories 
which you bring back to me! 
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“Sechnes of the War” 


Sir James M. Barrie 
By EvizaBetH Eaton 


James Matthew Barrie was born at Kir- 
riemiur, Scotland. His plays, many of which 
are centered about Scotland and England, are 
noted for their comedy of action, their fresh- 
ness of invention, and spontaneity of humor. 

‘Echoes of the War”’ contains four prose- 
written plays, each one act in length. The 
setting of each play is laid in the poor or 
middle-class home of the Londoner at the 
time of the World War. Each play has an 
interesting and humorous preceding sketch 
which adds a great deal to the value of the 
drama. One should read each sketch before 
the play itself to appreciate the plot later. 


I 


Sree AD Ye SHOWs, OER 
MEDALS” 


The plot is centered about Mrs. Dowey, 
who, with three other charwomen, sits at the 
tea-table, boasting about her son, a kilty 
in the Black Watch. Occasionally she looks 
proudly at a large package of blank, pencil 
addressed letters from him, with the proud 
words, “Opened by Censor.’ In the midst 
of a heated argument, Mr. Willings, the 


“reverent gent,’ enters, bringing news of 
Mrs. Dowey’s son, Kenneth, who, he says, 
has a furlough and is now outside. At 
this announcement, the other three women 
politely leave. Dowey enters, bringing ex- 
citement with him, for the reader discovers 
that he is no relation to the charwoman 
and has never seen her before. Later he 
discovers that his ‘‘mother’’ found his name, 
honorably mentioned, in the paper, and, 
since the last name was the same as hers, 
decided to adopt him. Mrs. Dowey per- 
suades her “‘son’”’ to remain with her during 
his leave of absence. Meanwhile, although 
they do not admit it, they become very fond 
of each other. The small, wrinkled, old 
lady beside the large, brawny Scotch kilty, 
make a strange picture as they walk proudly 
down the street together. A month or two 
after Kenneth’s death in action, Mrs. Dowey 
might be seen every morning, before she 
started out with her mop and pail, looking 
at her ‘‘son’s’’ souvenirs, but not boastfully. 
This play interested me because of the 
choice of words peculiar to Londoners, their 
humorous speeches, and the unusual plot. 
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II 
“THE NEW WORD” 


Mr. and Mrs. Torrence and their daughter, 
Emma, are in their living room. The father 
is a man often given to sarcasm which, 
however, is neither appreciated nor under- 
stood at home. Roger, his son, is upstairs 
painstakingly dressing in his new uniform, 
preparatory to leaving for war. It has 
always been Mrs. Torrance’s opinion that 
her husband has never cared enough for 
their son. For this reason she always makes 
herself a mediator to offset any arguments 
between Mr. Torrence and Roger. After 
a while Roger enters and is duly admired. 
Mrs. Torrance retires, leaving her husband 
and son alone. At first conversation is 
guarded. Later on, however, each discovers 
his feelings toward the other and things 
become more peaceful. Mr. Torrance admits 
that he is proud of Roger, but they both 
decide that they will give no manifestations 
of their respect. 

This play is unusual but I believe it is 
unnatural for Mr. Torrance and Roger to 
keep secret their regard for each other. 
Except for this fact, the play is interesting 
because of the humorous remarks of Mr. 
Torrance and their acceptance by his wife. 


Ill 
“BARBARA'S WEDDING” 


The Colonel, a very old, absent-minded 
man, in his arm-chair talking to his 
gardener, Dering. The Colonel seems to 
feel a change in the home atmosphere, but 
no one is willing to tell him just what has 
happened. His wife, the only one who can 
bring out his imaginings and soothe him, is 
away — at a wedding, the Colonel insists. 
When she returns, she affirms the Colonel’s 
statement. He is surprised to find that it 
was the wedding of Barbara, their adopted 
daughter, and Dering, the gardener, who 
had won honor at war, instead of Billy, 
who had been Barbara’s childhood chum. 
His wife solves the plot by explaining that 


sits 


Billy had been killed in war three vears ago, 
just before he was to marry Earbara. 

This play did not interest me in the least. 
The reasonings of the Colonel’s mind seemed 
hard to follow, although his wandering mind 
might account for them. There seemed to 
be no definite plot in the entire play. 


IV 
“A WELL REMEMBERED VOICE” 


Mrs. Don, gracious, beautiful, and sym- 
pathetic, with Laura Bell, a young girl, and 
two officers are seated around a table with 
their finger-tips touching, while, they try 
to receive messages from Mrs. Don’s son, 
Dick, who has been killed during the war. 
Mr. Don, a desolate and lonely man, one 
time an artist, is resting before the fireplace, 
which gives the only light to the darkened 
room. He is not at all interested in the 
proceeding at the table since he does not 
believe. Soon all retire, leaving Mr. Don 
alone. He starts to read his evening paper, 
when through the silence, a well-remembered 
voice says, ‘‘Father.’’ We see no one, but 
we are to understand that to Mr. Don, 
Dick is standing there in his habits as he 
lived. Dick tells his father that no one who 
has passed away is helped by the sadness 
of those he leaves. He urges his father to 
be cheerful and resume his painting. All 
together, the two men have a very pleasant - 
evening. Mrs. Don and Laura enter. Dick 
sees them both but they do not see him. Mr. 
Don is left alone once more to think it all out. 

This play is very interesting because of 
its weird plot and the manner in which the 
mystery is expressed. 
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Gu a City Sidemalk 
By KATHERINE BENEDICT, '25 


Ye staunch and ever sturdy work of art, 

How much thy cobbled back has stood for years! 
Art thou not ever weary of thy task, 

Or dost thou hail each step with gladsome cheers? 
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Ghe Cerrible Chree Plus 


By Etrinor Ho tis, ’26 


Young Mrs. Fair, busily washing dishes 
in her sunny kitchen, made a pleasing picture. 
She hummed a sweet, little tune as she worked 
— but song and task stopped automatically 
as a hurried step was heard on the back porch. 

“Oh, Ellen! Did you know — of course 
not, but Billy your bedroom window 
” But Ellen, not waiting for more, 
was speeding over the stairs. Nan Burton 
hastened out again to stand under aforesaid 
window to catch Billy, if he succeeded in 
throwing himself after the numerous objects 
which were strewn over the lawn and hung 
from the shrubbery at the side of the house. 
Pillows, toilet articles, and lingerie had been 
thrown in quick succession and Billy was 
generously sprinkling talcum powder in the 
air, pretending it was snow as it floated 
about. As Nan saw him pulled to safety, 
she began to gather the scattered belongings. 

Upstairs Ellen had grasped Billy by his 


fat little feet. “‘Oh, Billy Boy! How did 
you manage to open that door?” 
“Oh — push open zis door. Ted open 


uvver one.”’ 

“Dear me, if they would only stay in 
their play room, where nothing can harm 
them and where there is nothing much for 
them to harm. I hate to lock them in but 
it looks as though I must.’’ Nan had come 
up the stairs laden with the various objects 
she had picked up. ‘‘Now I must look up 
Ted and Larry. The baby is asleep in his 


carriage.”’ 
“Ted! Ted! I hear them in the attic. 
Oh, Nan look what they’ve done, 


been eating that half loaf of my wedding 
cake that I’ve saved all these years! Do you 
suppose they’ll be sick? They never have 
anything so rich.” 
“Well, Ellen, they deserve a nice ‘tummy- 
ache’ and a good dose of castor oil.”’ 
“You may say what you please, my dear, 


about all children being alike, but there 


never were any born with a capacity for 


mischief that could compare with that 
which mine have. ‘The Terrible Three 
plus’ their daddy calls them. The baby is, 


of course, too young to join in all their 
pranks but they contrive to use him as the 
victim, or something like that, very often. 
I shall never forget the time Ted, our six 
year old, as the heroic fireman, rescued the 
baby through the kitchen window.” 


When the youngsters were safely tucked 
in bed that night, Ellen laughed as she told 
Jack of the adventures of the day — of the 
unwelcome dose following the feast of eight- 
year old wedding cake. ‘But Jack, when I 
pulled Billy in through the window — such 
a fright!” 

“IT do hope luck is with me, Ellen, so 
I'll get that advance soon. You must have 
help with those rascals. I have asked Mains 
to come out to supper with me some evening. 
Mind?” 

‘Jack, you didn’t say supper, I hope?” 

‘“‘Dunno — no matter, he knows we have 
the youngsters and we wouldn’t be giving 
them dinner at night.” 

“Jack, Saturday afternoon you stay with 
the children and I’ll run in town and do some 
shopping. I do want some little extras if 
Mr. Mains is coming.”’ 

“All right, but I don’t see why, myself.”’ 

So on Saturday Jack took charge of his 
four young sons, “‘a man’s size job,” he 
admitted before night. Ellen had left them 
peacefully sleeping, looking like four rosy 
cherubs. 

We will listen to his telling Ned Burton 
of that momentous afternoon. 

“Why, Ned, I thought it would be a 
good chance to get in a little garden work, 
and since I heard no signs of grief or conflict 
inside, I thought all was serene. I did hear 
a sort of pounding noise, but paid no atten- 
tion to it. And then the phone rang and 
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if it wasn’t Mains saying he was spending 
the week-end out this way and he’d drop 
in this evening. You won’t wonder that I 
was struck too dumb to stop him when I 
tell you what those scamps had been up to. 
I suppose some day we'll laugh at it. The 
‘“‘nounding’’ was a hammer and I'll be hanged 
if they hadn’t got hold of a whole box of 
tacks. There was a trail of tacks and hammer 
marks through the dining room into the 
living room. In the floor, the doors, the 
woodwork — mercifully none on the furni- 
ture. And Mains coming! And what would 
Ellen say. Heavens, Ned, I started to 
work on the tacks. Didn’t know where to 
begin, but warned Ted to behave and fell 
to wondering how Ellen would ever cover 
up those hammer marks, looked to be only 
about a million of them. 

“T guess I’d pulled out about ten tacks 
when I heard a queer noise upstairs. How 
has Ellen kept her sanity and humor? You’d 
never guess what I found when I went over 
those stairs, three at a time. There was a 
soapy stream trickling down the hall from 
the bathroom. Ted was earnestly trying 
to wash ink out of his suit. He told me, 
between sobs, that he had wanted to write 
afletter to mother to tell her he was sorry 


about the tacks. He thought it would make 
the floors and doors look “‘broidered.” I 
mopped up the floor hating to think of the 
ceiling below. Then I woke up to the fact 
that the others weren’t about. 

“I wrapped a coat around Ted, and 
squeezed him into the carriage with the 
baby and started out. There they were — 
Billy and Junior, trudging along — quite a 
way ahead. Ned, I don’t think there’s 
anything in the mental telegraphy stuff 
because my brain registered nothing but 
‘Billy Boy, Junior, stay on the walk! Don’t 
get into the street.’ I had almost reached 
them, when they thought they saw Ellen on 
the other side and stepped off the walk and 
all this with a machine coming toward us! I 
shut my eyes for a second that seemed a 
lifetime. The machine, with a_ shrieking 
of brakes, had stopped. Junior had stopped 
it by mimicking the traffic cop, one of his 
favorite pastimes. Well, who should be 
in that car but Mains. I was about ready 
to drop when I reached them. I felt sick. 

“Mains sure is the kind of boss to have 
I’m to have that advance. 

“And Ellen—she’s a peach—when I told 
her she just said ‘Oh, Jack, let us just be thank- 
ful that they are the Terrible Three plus’.” 
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Sea Song 


By PRISCILLA PACKARD, ’24 


Where the sea-gulls wheeling cry, 
Where the green wave tosses high, 

Tall white ships go sailing by. 

Near the cliff-walled shore. 

On we sail, and slowly skim 

Past the blue horizon’s rim, 

While the homeland coast grows dim — 
Then is seen no more. 


Yet, who loves best the brown sod 
That his feet have always trod, 
Let him keep to land, poor clod! 
Let him hug his fire! 

We are lords of ocean, we, 

Bold, adventurous company 
Sailing on forever, free, 

Thrilled by sea-desire. 


A Dog's Repentance 
By RUTH THURSTON, ’25 


Gazing with eyes so kind and sad, 
With head bowed down in grief, 

Such repentance gave our Lad, 
For having been a thief. 
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é “3%? 
Grit 
ESTHER M. BAKER, ’25 


When your work seems ill achieved 
And your troubles grave and great, 
Do not give in or concede, 
But arise and meet your fate 
With a smile and steadfast hope, 
While your tasks before you sit, 
That tomorrow you may cope 
With success and greater grit. 
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Ghat Round Black Ball 


By JANE Pierce, ’25 


The men breasted the snow fury with 
hats pulled down over their faces, hands 
deep in their pockets, and feet searching for 
an inch where they could gain footing. Only 
the bravest of the brave dared this storm; 
only those compelled to, poked their heads 
out the door. Thus the snow fell, blinding 
men’s eyes and causing lights to sputter as 
they fruitlessly attempted to burn. As I 
said before, only the bravest of the brave 
were on the streets this night. The bravest 
of the bravest is our hero, Mr. John Adams. 

This excellent man was trying to get 
home from a hard day’s work at the office. 
I say he was trying to get home, because he 
slid, slipped, fell, swore, regained his feet, 
dashed for his hat, slipped, fell, swore, and 
once more found himself head up and feet down. 


After going through these maneuvers 
several times, he found himself at the corner 
of Main and Central Streets. There his 
progress was temporarily hindered by the 
appearance of another sufferer of the storm. 
“Say, sir,’ the stranger gasped, holding 
towards our hero a large, practically new, 
black suitcase, “would you please———?”’ 
The conversation was suddenly halted by 
Mr. Adams’ slipping on an icy substance 
which, unfortunately, took him off his feet 
and caused him to slide toward the stranger. 
This sudden movement also took the gentle- 
man by surprise so that he threw his legs 
in the air, kicked his suitcase and sent it 
down the hill. Our hero let out a roar of 
laughter to see his companion, who was quite 
ponderous, sliding, walking, and attempting 
to regain his suitcase. 

“T beg your pardon, sir, but it is rather 
slippery today and I’m not so young as I 
used to be. I wonder if you’d mind guarding 
this suitcase while I go into that store and 
do some shopping for my wife?’’ he asked, 
holding the suitcase toward his benefactor- 
to-be. 


An interval of ten seconds passed. 

Gee ek 

“Thanks ever so much,” the stranger 
said, laying the suitcase at his astonished 
friend’s feet, and, turning, he walked as 
fast as the ice and his feet would permit. 

“Well, I'll be jiggered!’’ ejaculated our 
hero, pushing his hat back on his head, 
thereby exposing his chestnut curls. ‘What 
in the world does he want me to guard his 
suitcase for? I'll be jiggered!”’ 

He stooped over, picked up the suitcase, 
examined it, shook it, and set it down at his 
feet, picked it up, examined it, shook it, 
set it down, and scratched his head. Numer- 
ous brave men passed this object of pity, 
but never a one saw or paid any attention to 
him, so thoughtlessly absorbed were they 
in the problem of getting home. The large 
clock on the opposite side of the street ticked 
off thirty minutes. Thirty minutes our 
hero waited for the rightful owner of the suit- 
case to appear, but minus success. He 
looked up the street, he looked down the 
street, he looked in back, he looked in front, 
and then he looked at the suitcase and 
scratched his head. He picked it up, shook 
it, set it down and scratched his head again, 
saying “Goodbye, suitcase, when your father 
comes, you can go home,’ and he turned 
and slid toward his destination. 


When he had put twenty-five steps, or 
thereabouts, between himself and the suit- 
case, he turned and looked at it, went over 
to it, picked it up, and once more started 
home. No accidents befell our hero until 
he arrived at the door of his own abode. 

“John, are you drenched?” a high, feminine 
voice called from the door. 

“No, Emma, just soaked. Take this 
suitcase. A man down town asked me to 
watch it and then never showed up,” he said, 
handing her that mysterious article. 


“Well, of all things,’ she said. ‘Now, 
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John, you go straight upstairs and change 
your clothes!”’ 

While he obeyed the order, prescribed 
for him, the girls got their heads together 
over that article known as a_ suitcase. 
“Emma, open it!’’ one of her sisters 
suggested. 

Cautiously the heads hovered over the 
suitcase. ; 

‘Horrors, heavens, gracious!’’ they cried 
when to their horrified eyes a bomb dis- 
closed itself. ‘John, John!’ they called, 
“come quick!”’ 

Down he came, shoes and stockings in 
hand. ‘‘What's up?” he asked. 

“There’s a bomb in that suitcase!’’ they 
yelled in chorus. 

‘What!’ he shrieked. 

“A bomb!’ they again yelled. 

The women quickly withdrew to the 
other side of the room. ‘‘When will it 
explode?’’ they sobbed. 

“Don’t ask me!’’ he shouted, waving his 


hands frantically in the air as he walked 
around that detested suitcase, eyeing it 
suspiciously all the time. 

“John, its smoking!’’ one of the terrified 
sisters said. 

“‘T know it, I know it!’’ he screamed. 

“John, what will happen if it goes off?” 
they asked. 

“How should I know? 
you can. I want to think.”’ 

“John, what can we do to prevent its 
exploding, and if it should explode, would 
it kill us?” one sister timidly asked. 

“Will you keep quiet?’’ he, thundered, 
jumping up and stamping his feet. 

“How long before it will go o———?” 

Crash!! Bang!!! and a smell of powder. 

Out of the wreck arose a head with 
chestnut curls. ‘I hope we're all safe,” 
John muttered as he scratched his head, 
“and by the way, that bomb exploded in 
ten minutes by the clock from the time I 
brought it home.” 


Keep quiet if 
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Che Wilderness Cry 
By MADELAINE KROLL, ’25 
There’s something more than fiction in that old “call 
of the wild,” 
For it first began to claim me when I was a tiny child. 
In the lilting song of springtime, in the dismal note of 
fall, 
I heard its tempting, luring, ever tantalizing call. 


It held me and it gripped me and I could not turn away, 
For it was the wildwood calling and I dared not disobey, 
So when I grew to manhood and was bound to city toil, 
I hated all the bustle and the clangor and turmoil. 


It choked me and it stifled me. It nearly drove me 
mad. 

I felt oldand over-burdened and was always dull and sad. 

So I broke the bonds that held me and | found my 
rightful place 

In the land of boundless freedom and illimitable space. 


It is a glorious life I lead among the things I love, 

With the pulsing earth beneath me and the glinting 
stars above, 

And the darkness brooding round me, ever comforting 
and mild, 

There is nothing here to harm me. 
of the wild. 


We are kindred 


Che Hall of Asgard 
By GEORGE BURGESS, ’25 
A winter such n’er man nor gods had seen. 
The days were short and dark, the storms grew 
worse. 
The gods cried forth in fear, “‘This can not last, 
The evil giants they have wrought this curse!” 


The earth was filled with silence and despair, 
The gods at Asgard waited for the end. 

At last the giants took from them the sun. 
The End had come — the forces must contend! 


From every quarter gathered enemies, 

The Midgard serpents pouring out their venom 
Rallied for the battle on the plain. 

The gods came forth from Asgard led by Odin. 


The armies met — the awful fight began! 
The Fenris-Wolf madly Midgard coiled! 

Thor and Odin fought there side by side, 
At last, they fell together over powered. 


A roaring flame filled space devouring all, 
Here nothing was safe not the cheering sun. 

Here reigned Ragnorak end of all good things, 
At last the Twilight of the Gods had come! 
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Che Mysterious Wmbrella 


By Evizasetu E. Eaton, ’25 


At the death of Mrs. Sarah Clark, there 
had been a great controversy among her 
several relatives concerning the matter of 
her unusual will. She had bequeathed every- 
thing to her only son, Charles. 

At this time Charles was only fourteen 
years old so that it was necessary to have an 
eligible person take charge of it until the 
child became of the proper age. After 
long consideration the trust was given to 
Jeffrey Georges, a distant relative of Mrs. 
Clark, and one always «held high in her 
estimation. 

Accordingly, the sealed papers were en- 
trusted to Jeffrey Georges, who, ever faithful, 
had not once broken the seal. 

Not long after the death of Mrs. Clark, 
the executor of the will deemed it necessary 
to his health to make an extended visit in a 
secluded spot in the southern part of Europe. 
While there he kept up a correspondence with 
many of his friends in the United States. 
Soon his letters came less frequently; finally 
they stopped altogether and nothing more 
was heard of him. 

What had become of Charles Clark during 
this time? We cannot say much in his favor. 
At sixteen he had abandoned his home. 
Since then he had wandered aimlessly from 
‘one city to another, trying one job here, 
another there. He had finally been employed 
by the captain of a weather-beaten vessel 
which never seemed to have any particular 
port in view. 

As this bold, daring life of the sea had 
appealed to the adventurous spirit of the 
boy, he had become captain of the Sarah C. 
at the age of twenty-four. His crew con- 
sisted chiefly of those men so like himself 
who never knew or seemed to care what the 
future might bring. 

There was one peculiarity about this 
burly captain of the Sarah C. In rain or 
shine, on land or on sea, in fact, wherever 


he was, he always carried a black silk um- 
brella, the handle of which was in the shape 
of a greyhound’s head. The umbrella was 
an antique, handed down from generation 
to generation. The mystery woven about 
this heirloom was known only to the present 
owner and the executor of Mrs. Clark’s will. 

Chance led this captain with his ship and 
crew into a long-forgotten port of some 
foreign land. This country was inhabited 
by a few aborigines who always kept by 
themselves, seemed to mind their own 
affairs, and cared for nothing pertaining to 
the outside world. : 

All was quiet on the deck of the Sarah C., 
when softly, silently, a native boat started 
towards the ship. No noise was heard except 
the muffled oars and occasional whispers of 
two men. Presently, by a grass ladder, 
the two natives came on board. Stealthily 
they entered the captain’s cabin. The cruel 
sea-man, with his umbrella suspended from 
one corner of the table, sat studying his 
chart. So deeply interested in his work 
was he that he heard only the impatient 
lapping of the waves against the ship. 

“Don’t move or I'll shoot!’ said a muffled 
but imperative voice, almost at the captain’s 
elbow. ‘‘Here, Matey, take that rain-stick 
and don’t let go, no matter what happens.’ 


At the risk of his life, the captain grasped 
for his precious relic, knowing that in the 
mouth of the greyhound was the secret of 
the results of his years’ plunderings. 

In the furious battle that ensued, the 
craftiness of the ‘‘native’’ combined with 
the brutal strength of his companion, over- 
powered the captain who was immediately 
bound fast. 

The ‘‘native’’ in some mysterious manner 
had discovered that the mouth of the grey- 
hound held a very valuable secret. To the 
amazement of his companion and amid the 
helpless protests of the captain, the “‘native’’ 
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forced open the mouth of the dog, drawing 
forth a miniature map of a barren island. 
It was clearly marked with crosses, where 
the 


certain treasures, once collected by 
captain, were buried. 
“Now, Cap’n, seein’s how I’ve found 


your secret,’’ said the man with a sarcastic 
smile, ‘‘I must beg of you, my dear man, to 
set out at once in the direction of this treasure 
spot of yours.” 

Although the captain remonstrated and 
struggled within his bondage, his captor 
held firmly to his resolution. 

After a voyage lasting six days, the ship 
arrived at its destination. Once landed on 
the island, the ‘‘native’’ discarded the aborig- 
inal mask and disguise, saying, “‘Charles 
Clark, let me first inform you that I am 
Jeffrey Georges, executor of your late mother’s 
will and supposed to have died in the southern 
part of Europe. Your mother left to you 
all her belongings. In spite of this fact you 
have disregarded all law, have lived the 
life of a pirate, and become a scoundrel. 
Shall you be allowed by any human rights 
to exist longer in this state, so detrimental 
to humanity? It is my sole purpose at this 
very moment, to deprive you of such dear 
enjoyments, to leave you here alone on this 
solitary land, to allow you to live the re- 
mainder of your life in repentance, if such a 


thing is possible for you to do. Now be 
quick, show me the spots where the treasures 
are buried. Quickly, I said!” 

After the spots had been pointed out, 
and, as it was too late to return to the ship, 
the captain, Jeffrey Georges, and his com- 
panions decided to remain on the island 
during the night. 

The crew remaining on board, were 
suddenly awakened from a sleep by a burst 
of flame which had gained a great headway 
now. The sailors had time to jump into 
the ocean and the few who could, swam to 
the island and were saved. 

It was by a mere chance that the pilot 
of a passing ship saw the flames but he came 
upon the scene of disaster too late. 

The next morning, before Georges pre- 
pared to take his leave of the island in the 
rescuing ship, he summoned the captain and 
said, “I’ve been thinking over this matter of 
your treasure. The will and the treasures 
will be of no use to you here, but who knows 
that you may be rescued? Before I leave I 
am going to unearth your treasure and bury 
it again in the ocean which is the best place 
for plundered goods.” 

Charles Clark, the ruined pirate, with 
some of his crew, stood on the sands of the 
island, watching the ship disappear into the 
mists of the horizon. 
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Che Pussy-Willom 
By BERTHA FAUST 


The pussy-willow soft and gray 

Had flung the last disguise away, 

Disclosed to the world she cuddled close 

To the little brown stem that loved her most 
Tho’ first her down was held in tight 

By hard dull knots that barred the light 

The gentle breezes quickly came 

And softened her fur with the help of the rain. 
She saw berself, her downy fur, 

Then joyful pride came over her, 

Her tawny stalks grew sleek and tall, 

And pussy towered above them all. 


Happiness 
By RUTH MCCORMACK, ’24 
Happiness is by far the best 
Possession mortals hold; 
Let’s not abuse but use it, 
’Twill come back a thousand fold! 


wninnuc oe nse 


“Whitecaps ’ 
By ESTHER RIDEOUT, ’25 
The whitecaps on the salt, deep sea 
Are like frail wounded birds to me 
Which try to rise with those on high 
And then fall back with a murmured cry. 
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Honorable Mention, Traveler Short Story Contest 
By Fiorence Rice, ’25 


The eleventh of October was a clear 
fall day. The leaves were beautiful; their 
yellows and reds were blanched with the 
dark green of the pines; the air was crisp; 
the sun rose high in the sky, completing the 
picture of a typical autumn scene in New 
England. A wonderful day for the opening 
of the hunting season. 

A boy, carrying a gun, and accompanied 
by a dog, could be seen walking down a 
lonely woodland path. 

Bobby Jones was thinking of all these 
beauties of nature as he leisurely strolled 
along with Jack at his heels. The boy should 
have been in school at this hour, but tempta- 
tion was too great for him, and he ran away 
to hunt. He hated school anyway, and 
besides, he hadn’t finished his arithmetic 
problems. The best thing about this trip 
was that it was Friday, and his teacher 
might forget about it by Monday. 

He decided to make the best of it, and 
relieved from worry, he began to whistle a 
merry tune. A rabbit scurried across his 
path. Jack gave a short bark and followed 
after the disappearing cotton-tail, who had 
gone into a thicket of bushes. 

The dog soon returned unsuccessfully, 
but probably said to himself, “Oh, well, 
the day is young, and we'll get one yet.” 

On Bobby went, the whole forenoon, and 
still he was unsuccessful. He now approached 
the land of old Deacon Smith, a miser, who 
infrequently mixed with the village people 
and whom they little cared to see. He sank 
dejectedly on a convenient log, his head in his 
hands, and his gun across his knees, tired out but 
still hopeful. Jack was scratching around, and 
soon was inside the log making a loud noise. 

‘Here, what are you doing there, Jack?” 
asked his young master. The dog only 
gave another bark and pawed away harder 
than ever. He soon brought to light a tin 


box, tightly closed. Bobby gazed in surprise, 
then excitedly kneeled and opened it. To 
his astonishment there lay numerous coins, 
a bunch of soiled bills and some other scraps 
of paper. He got up and looked breath- 
lessly around. There was no one near so 
he crammed the contents of the box in his 
pockets and started to go. 

He picked up his gun and paused, listening 
intently. Footsteps were coming up the 
path. He wheeled around and perceived a 
form coming toward him. His first thought 
was to protect the money, so quickly ra‘sing 
the gun above his head, he struck the ap- 
proaching form with all his might. It sank 
with a groan and then lay still. Bobby 
surveyed his work for a moment, then, as he 
realized what he had done, gave an agonized 
shriek, and darted off into the woods again. 


He ran on and on. He knew not where 
he went. He had killed a man. Finally 
he stopped and looked at the tin box he 
still had in his hand. He took the money 
from his pockets. For the first time he 
looked at it close!y, and suddenly he gasped, 
“They’re useless. Oh! Oh! they’re German 
marks and Brazilian pesos.’’ He was a 
murderer for nothing. They would hunt 
and perhaps kill him for his wicked crime! 

This thought seemed to put spurs to his 
tired feet and he ran on swifter than before, 
flinging the tin box and its contents behind 
him. He came to a cliff and with a groan, 
throwing his arms above his head, he jumped 
from the edge into the dark chasm below. 

With a crash Bobby landed on Jack, 
who was sleeping at the foot of his bed and 
who barked loudly at being so rudely awak- 
ened in the middle of the night. As he 
sleepily viewed the distance he had jumped, 
Bobby said to himself, ‘“Gee, I’m glad that 
wasn't real. I guess I'll go to school after all, 
even if my dandy gun is waiting to be used.” 
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66 9? 
Pengren 
By Gara B. Beate, ’24 
Dramatized from the story by ELEANor Hoyt Bra1iNEerp 


CHARACTERS: 


Pegeen or the ‘‘Very Small Person.’ 
John Archibald, a young man disappointed 
in love. 


ScENE:—A_ four-room shack with a_ big 
stone fireplace, a rusty stove, a table, three 
rough chairs, a decrepit pine bureau and an 
easel by a window with a chair in front of 
it. John Archibald is sitting before this 
easel when a stranger intrudes. 


Pegeen: Please, sir, I’ve come to see to 
you. 

John A.: Oh, you have, have you? (feebly) 

P.: Yes, sir, I’m Pegeen O'Neill. Tl 
begin in the kitchen. They say it’s a sight. 
(Takes off a battered straw hat and wet coat 
and rubbers—rolls up the sleeves of her 
clean but much patched gingham dress). 
I brought cleaning rags with me. Men never 
have such things around. They’re the wash- 
ingest creatures. 

J. A.: Oh, but I do have rags around often, 
only I’m usually wearing them. 

P.: Never mind—I’ll keep you mended 
up now. 

J. A.: B—b—but 

P.: You go right on with your painting. 
(Kindly) I won’t want to come in here today, 
if that kitchen’s anything like what they say 
it is, ‘n’ maybe it'll clear up by tomorrow 
so that you can paint outdoors and not be 
in my way. What time do you have dinner? 

J. A.: (looks helplessly at the clock). 

P.: Oh, all right. But I guess we'll 
have our dinner at half-past twelve. You 
just go right until then and don’t mind 
me. (Goes into kitchen and shuts door 
gently. Presently returns humming ex- 
tract from ‘Rigoletto’? and carrying a tray 
which is much too big for her—begins to set 
the table. Mr. A. looks up from his sketch, 
stares at her blankly and laughs). 


J. A.: Oh, yes (whirls around on his 
chair and rests arms on its back), you are 
seeing to me. 

P.: Yes, sir. Dinner’ll be ready in a 
minute, but I couldn’t find a_ table-cloth, 
so I took a paper napkin. S’pose you use 
them to get out of washing, don’t you? 

J. A.: I do. What—if it isn’t intrusive 
to ask—are we going to have to eat? 

P.: Well, bread ’n’ milk was all you had 
in the house; but I’d sort of figured it would 
be that way, so I stopped at Mrs. Neal’s 
on my way up. I knew you got your butter 
’n’ eggs, ’n’ milk there, ’n’ I told her you 
needed eggs, ’n’ butter, ’n’ then, while I 
was there, I got a slice of ham—their hams 
are fine—’n’ some fresh pot cheese ’n’ a 
jar of preserves. Mrs. Neal says she'll 
be glad to let us have anything she can spare. 
I told her to save us a chicken for Sunday. 
She was real interested about my doing your 
work. 

J. A.: It as interesting. 

P.: Yessir. She said the folks along the 
Valley were just downright troubled about 
your living so dirty ’n’ accidental when any- 
body could see you were used to having things 
proper. They’d all come up and looked in 
through the windows when you were away, 
so they knew how things were. Course they 
understood about you being an artist ’n’ 
that that was why, but Mrs. Neal said she’d 
feel a heap more comfortable, knowing I was 
seeing to you. 

J. A.: I believe I'll feel more comfortable 
myself, after I get over the first shock, but 
may I ask how you came to undertake seeing 
to me? 

P.: Why, I don’t know. I heard folks 
talking about how shiftless and helpless you 
were, ’n’ that kind of bothered me, ’n’ then 
she said yesterday: ‘“‘Pegeen, why don’t you 
go and take care of that ridikilus orphan up 
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in the shack?” ’N’ she said, ‘‘You need 
somebody to take care of, ’n’ he certainly 
needs somebody to take care of him, ’n’ it 
looks to me like a good combination.’ ‘N’ 
I said, ‘Well, I guess I will,’’ so I came, today. 

J. A.: Who is She? 

P.: (Starts for kitchen after another cup 
of coffee. Calls back across her shoulder). 
Why, she’s the Smiling Lady. 

J. A.: (to himself). The Smiling Lady! 
Has another Mona Lisa come to light in 
this Peaceful Valley? 

P.: (enters with his coffee). 

J. A.: Who 1s the Smiling Lady? 

Pee Oh, thats just a-name for her. 1 
made it for her when she first came, ’n’ it 
fitted her so well that the others took it up, 
’n’ now she’s the Smiling Lady all up ’n’ 
down the Valley; but her other name’s Moean. 


? 


J. A.: And does she smile prettily, Peggy: 

P.: It just melts the heart out of you, 
sir, it does—but she isn’t always smiling, 
you know—not with her lips. It’s a sort of 
smile that goes with her like the words to a 
tune. ’N’ her hair’s all bright ’n’ ripply 
’n’ smiley, ’n’ she walks so light, ’n’ she just 
has a way with her. 

J. A.: (leans back in chair and looks at 
Pegeen) Pegeen, when you aren’t taking care 
of somebody, do you write poetry? 

P.: No, sir. I haven’t ever. I couldn’t. 

J. A.: Well, there’s the making of a 
poet in you. Did you say the Smiling Lady’s 
name was Mrs. Moean? 

P.: Miss Moean, it is. She isn’t married. 

J. A.: That’s better, much better. Peggy, 
my child, I like the way you take care 
of me. 


PHT Se SUT 


“Dust Mike” 


By Henry ANTHonNvy, ’24 


Gone to a world of rest, peace, and reward, 
our friend is justly honored for his faithful- 
ness and his toil, blessed by the people of 
Needham. His deeds, his whole-heartedness, 
his many good points will always live with 
us who knew ‘“‘Mike.’’ Many times on the 
street he has been addressed as Mr. Fitz- 
gerald. Because he was that kind of a man, 
he preferred to be known as “‘just Mike.” 

His little deeds about the school and his 
friendliness toward the students made us 
look forward to seeing him about the build- 
ing.” Never during any one’s course in high 


Ge 


school can he remember anything but good- 
ness of ‘Mike.’ Inithe spring, Mike has 
always taken pride in* keeping our school 
grounds at the highest point of perfection. 
He was very fond of ‘‘his garden,” so, fellow 
students, let us keep Mike’s garden in perfect 
condition in memory of him. 

Mike is a man whom we all miss, but we 
rest assured that he has received his reward 
for his generosity, fidelity, and all the points 
that make a fine, good man and a friend to 
the world at large... May his eternal rest be 
in sweetest peace. 


OS EEO. 


24 Che Aduncate 
Paradise Hou 


By Dorotuy Hortmes Bruns, ’24 


A big, gaudily-painted pushcart lumbered 
over the cobblestones of Hooker’s Lane 
and turned finally into the dingy recesses 
of Pushcart Alley. At first glance the ob- 
server would have thought the cart to be 
propelling itself, but a keen discerner would 
have noticed behind the handle a_ small 
dusky-skinned boy whose head barely reached 
the top of the cart and whose breath came 
hard as he Jabored to move the heavy vehicle. 

He stopped before a splintering door and 
examined the residue of his wares. Two 
large banana stems and about half a dozen 
pieces of the fruit, sadly the worse for wear, 
greeted his eye. He stuffed the latter into 
his ragged pockets. They were supper for 
himself and the family. Then, with diffi- 
culty, he dragged the cart into the smoky, 
ill-ventilated hallway and leaving it, sprang 
up a flight of dangerously rickety stairs, and 
bursting into a room at the head of the flight 
announced to the family: “I gotta lotsa money 
today. I sell alla banan but dese,’ and he 
drew from his pockets the battered remnants. 

“You are da good boy,” growled a dark, 
bearded man, his father, from a mattress 
where he was reclining. Father had formerly 
peddled the bananas but, discovering the 
sympathy with which the public regards 
toiling childhood, he had magnanimously 
passed over his route to his small son, Marco, 
even going so far as to paint his old cart a 
gorgeous red, with yellow and green decora- 
tions so that Marco, could “sella banan 
lika gentleman.’ Every night when the 
boy returned, those same words greeted 
him—a generous substitute for the privileges 
of childhood which he was forced to give up. 


The evening meal, consisting largely of 
the bananas Marco had saved, was soon 
over and the family eventually retired. 

In the small hours of the morning Marco 
awoke to find the air of the tenement room 
heavy with smoke, while little red tongues 


of flame licked at the partition near him. 
He heard the sound of rushing and tumbling 
objects—the other occupants of the building 
hastening out. Quick as a flash the boy 
shook his father awake and in a moment 
the family joined the other tenement dwellers 
in the rush down the dark, narrow stairs. 
They gained the street after traversing an 
interminable stretch of smoke-filled hallway. 
Marco and the other children stood. gazing 
awed and trembling at the spectacle. Two 
engines dashed up and with all despatch set 
about a task plainly impossible—that of 
extinguishing the blaze. 

Suddenly amidst the turmoil Marco felt 
a hand placed on his shoulder and his father’s 
voice sounded in his ear. ‘‘Go getta da 
pushcart. Quick! It will alla be burn an’ 
then we shall starve.” 

“I can’t getta in da house. I will be 
burna mysel’,”’ was the terror-stricken reply. 

“Go getta dat pushcart or I beat you. 
I canna lose alla money it costs.’ He 
seized the boy roughly by the shoulder and 
marshalled him through the crowd to the door 
of the tenement. With a final push he shoved 
the boy inside, growling, ‘“‘Dere! Don’t come 
out widout da pushcart. If you do s 

Just as the boy stumbled into the house 
the roof fell in, in a blaze of sparks, while 
the walls of the building tottered crazily. 


One minute passed—two—three—then the 
flames burst through the doorway and in 
their midst was a miniature boy—and a 
large red pushcart. The pushcart was un- 
scarthed but the boy had fared badly. His 
face was blackened and he scarcely breathed. 
He staggered and fell—into the arms of 
big Mike Donovan—a _ policeman whom 
Marco all his life had worshipped from afar 
for the good-natured grin with which he 
always greeted the ‘‘kids’’ of the Alley. 

The big policeman’s grin was not in 
evidence now. ‘‘Who sent this kid back 
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into that trap?” he growled. ‘I saw him 
outside two minutes ago.” 

Marco’s father approached and_ pains- 
takingly explained how the boy had insisted 
on going back for his pushcart despite his 
command to the contrary. As he spoke the 
slight form in the policeman’s arms gave a 


convulsive shudder and then was. still. 


Mike Donovan turned in disgust from 
the gesticulating father. “I know you sent 
the kid in yourself but I can’t ever prove 
it now, more’s the pity,’’ he snapped. For 
the shudder had marked the passing of little 
Marco from this world of sordid labor to a 
land of eternal laughter and joy—from his 
Purgatory to his Kingdom of Paradise. 
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A Chinese ase 
By Mabe aIneE Krott, ’24 

It is just a tiny Chinese vase. It stands 
less than six inches high, and yet there is a 
certain delicacy of proportion that stamps 
it instantly as a Satsuma. Dull gold, com- 
bined with pale tints of terra-cotta and 
blue, forms an all-over design, composed of 
ingeniously blended circles and squares in a 
chrysanthemum pattern. 

On one side is pictured what appears to 
be a court scene. The emperor, clad in a 
gorgeous robe and carrying a golden fan, 
stands in the centre, beneath a pine tree, 
while around him are grouped three kneeling 
figures who might easily be admiring his 
new gown. One of them is a knight. His 
golden armor is wondrously wrought and 
his helmet is adorned with glistening wings. 
They are on the shore and the sea is visible 
in the background, turning from grey to gold 
with every changing light. 

The picture on the other side is not easy 
to interpret. Three women and _ three 
children are gathered before a house. One 
little girl stands in the centre with out- 
stretched hands. Perhaps she is telling a 
story but, judging from the expression on the 
faces of the listeners, she might be pleading 
her case before the neighborhood tribunal. 

There is an indescribable something about 
this little vase that proves it to be an antique. 
It may be the delicate tinting in the cheeks 
of the little figures, or it may be the pains- 
taking accuracy of the golden design, but 
undoubtedly it is the product of a bygone 
age in a land where haste was unknown and 
a tiny vase was often the work of a lifetime. 


Che Hurnace 


By Recrnatp GuLLIVER, '24 


In the cellar of my home, there is a 
huge, round object that is a comfort and yet 
a source of much worry to me. 

In the front of this object there are two 
doors, each containing a slide. In the rear, 
there are two slides, also. From the top 
of this object many pipes project. 

About six times each day, this object 
must open its jaws and receive its portion of 
nourishment. In the warm weather it flames 
up and distributes much heat. In. cold 
weather it seems to have become extinguished. 

When I settle myself comfortably, with a 
favorite book, ‘‘It’’ never fails to find some 
excuse for interrupting me with its most 
diabolical cunning. 

When I am in a hurry, it displays its 
characteristic trickiness much the same as 
in cold weather. Then I must coax “It” 
most carefully and expertly and nourish it 
back to a normal state. ‘“‘It’’ is a furnace. 
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Neuer Giue Ip 


By RITA CAHILL 


What if you fail in business? 
You still have life and health 
For nothing’s gained by laziness, 
And the world is full of wealth. 


Don’t brood over sorrow; 
Hold your head on high. 

A better day will be tomorrow, 
So cast away your sigh. 
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A Word of Appreciation 


By DoratuEea WILLGOOSE 


This year the upper classmen have 
enjoyed a rather unusual and _ particularly 
pleasant opportunity. Through the courtesy 
of The Henry Jewett Repertory Company, 
twenty or twenty-five students have wit- 
nessed, generally at the Saturday matinee, 
nearly every play presented there this season. 
That this courtesy has been appreciated was 
manifest by the continual high attendance. 

Mr. Jewett has an unusually profitable as 
well as entertaining repertoire. Needham 
High School especially enjoyed: “R. U. R.” 
“The Call of the Road,” ‘‘Charlie’s Aunt,”’ 
and “Windows.” 


Many words of thanks are due to Miss 
Caswell who has chaperoned these parties. 
She has been willing to take a group at any 
time, sometimes seeing the same play more 
than once in order to accommodate every one. 
Miss Caswell, we appreciate this and the way 
you always help us. 


We must not forget to mention the one 
who took the names and reserved our seats 
each week. Thank you Ruth! 


Among this year’s many pleasant experi- 
ences, we have ranked the Copley Theatre 
parties with the highest. 


PITTS: SPL 


A Message 


By ASHLEY HOLT, ’24 


As I sat before the fire 
One cold December day, 
I thought I heard a message, 
And the message seemed to say: 


“Wait, wait, you are going 
To a land where all is fair, 
Where meat and bread are plenty, 
And the night is never there. 


ae 


Where sorrow is unheard of, 

And the things that make us sad. 
The ways we learn are helpful, 

And the world is always glad. 


“Where people do not battle 
But dwell in peace and joy, 
And great men and great women 
Live as happy girl and boy.” 


Now, my hope is fading, 
As the embers hardly glow. 
Alas, I’ve just been dreaming 
As the fire dies sure and slow. 


“Our life is what we make it,”’ 
Is the word of them that know. 
And we should live it simply, 
Not for pride, or merely show. 


“Tf we give the best that’s in us, 
We will surely win the race. 
And our God above will help us, 
When we meet him, face to face.” 


Che Class Song 


(As it ought to be) 
By MADELAINE KROLL, ’24 


Oh, here’s to the class of twenty-four! 
(We’ve only sung this once before). 

So please excuse the bald mistakes, 

The awful discords, and bad breaks. 
The hall is stuffy, and we are hot, 

And whether we graduate or not, 

We'd like to cut this session short, 

For we can hardly call it sport 

To sit upon the platform bare 

And have folks look and point and stare 
And watch us blink beneath their gaze. 
Are these the happy childhood days 
That other classes sing about? 

Who wants to sing? We'd rather shout. 
So here’s to the class of twenty-four, 
(We've sung so long our throats are sore). 


TM SS 


George Washington 
By ROLAND STUDLEY, ’25 


Little George Washington cut down a tree, 

He never told a lie, never did he. 

His daddy loved him and just let him go. 

Oh! but that’s different from my daddy though! 


My daddy told me to skip out and play 

I chopped our apple tree down the same way. 
When daddy caught me it was different you see, 
He spanked me good with the old apple tree. 


Ghe Aduncate 


MICHAEL He FITZGERALD 


When N. H.S. students returned 
after the annual spring vacation 
they missed the familiar greetings 
of “Mike.’’ Anxious inquiries day 
by day brought only discouraging 
reports and May 7, 1924, N. H. S.’s 
most loyal friend passed on. 

Mike was a faithful citizen of 
the town and a devoted servant of 
God. In memory of him the town 
flags flew at half-mast. Mike never 
shirked a job in his life, nor did it 
half-heartedly and all who knew him 
remember what pride he took in 
his work. 

During his years here at school 
Mike was the friend of every stu- 
dent — the confidant of many; and 
both teachers and students strove to 
be worthy of his continued regard. 
Mike had a wonderfully great heart, 
a generous nature, and, most admir- 
able of all, delighted in giving more 
than he received. He lived the life 
of an upright man, a good citizen, 
and a Christian. He earned and 
deserved the love, respect, and confi- 
dence that his associates fully and 
gladly gave him. 

N. H.S. has risen up to call him 
blessed, for we shall always cherish 
his self-sacrificing service to our 


school. Dave Ww. 
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OENIOR 
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ELAINE BENEDIC FE 


“A face with gladness overspread, 
Soft smiles — by human kindness bred.” 


Date of birth — August 18, 1906. 
Place of birth — Auburn, Maine. 


Here’s one of our Senior Latin sharks and like all others of her kind 
she spends several happy hours each day, perusing Virgil. Ben is, 
seldom seen alone on the street, her side partner, Dot W. always 
accompanying her. Whether the reason for this guardianship is 
mutual affection or something more serious, however, we cannot say. 

Elaine will continue to add to the honors N. H. S. has awarded 
her, next year at Wheaton. 


Senior Play. Class Prophet. 


HELEN ADELIA BOND 
‘“ Her face is like an April morn.” 


Date of birth — August 28, 1904. 
Place of birth — Brookline, Mass. 


Helen is our feminine Athletic Enthusiast. She was so interested 
in Girls’ Hockey that we made her manager of the team, and a most 
efficient manager she was. Her enthusiasm for football was also 
almost uncontrollable so we gave her a job as cheerleader to keep 
her from trying to do more active work in the games. We don’t 
know what Helen is going to do next year but we think she could 
qualify as an athletic instructor almost anywhere. 


Senior Play. Hockey Manager. 
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RUTH NICKERSON 
“All the glow and grace of youth.”’ 


Date of birth — June 23, 1906. 
Place of birth — West Somerville, Mass. 


An out-of-doors girl is ‘‘Ruthie.”” There’s scarcely a road within 
a ten mile radius of “‘our city’’ that she hasn’t hiked over. And 
when it comes to tennis, let the ambitious look to their laurels. She 
surely wields a skilful racket. ‘Ruthie’ will put the same energy 
and vivacity into her Simmons work and that means all sorts of 
good things await her. Absolutely! 


Senior Play. Girls’ Baseball Manager. 


GEORGE CHANDLER LITCHFIELD 
“As merry as the day is long.” 


Date of birth — September 4, 1906. 
Place of birth — Somerville Mass. 


Chandler’s pleasing plumpness must be due to his constant merri- 
ment. It would have to be a gloomy day indeed for him to be mel- 
ancholy. After this year, the Chicago leather business will be con- 
siderably enlivened by ‘‘Tub’s” presence. His jolly attitude toward 
life is sure to make his career a pleasant one. 


Senior Play. Football 3. 


GEORGE ILSLEY DAViS 


“But come what will, I’ve sworn tt still 
I'll ne'er be melancholy.” 


Date of birth — February 1, 1906. 
Place of birth — Needham, Mass. 


Izzy made a name for himself in the Senior Play. As the solemn 
Smithfield he was the most successful butler that ever buttled his 
Way in society. 

George, as Editor-in-Chief of the Aduacate has been a busy man 
this year, and we think he has aged considerably, due probably to 
the worry his fellow editors have caused him. However, he will 
again be carefree next year as a Dartmouth freshman. 


Senior Play. Adunrate 3, 4. Orchestra 1, 2, 3. Class Treas- 
urer 1, 2. Baseball 2, 3. Vice-President English Club. Hockey 4. 


30 Che Aduncate 


KAUCPH (HILDRETHeS LGDLEY 


“T am the master of my fate.” 


Date of birth — August 30, 1906. 
Place of birth — Dorchester, Mass. 


Here’s another letter man that next year’s football team will 
miss. Stud has been one of the social lights of the class from his 
Freshman year upward. From this we infer that he is extremely fond 
of dancing — with attractive and skilful partners, of course. He is 
very well versed in parliamentary law, too, acquired from presiding 
at the class meetings this year. He may enter a business college 
next fall. 


Class President, 4. Football, 4. Orchestra 1, 2, 3,4. Treasurer, 
English Club. Hockey, 4. 


JEROME FREDERICK RYAN 


sshd d “T have no gift of words but I speak the truth.” 
: Date of birth — December 14, 1904. 
- Place of birth — Needham Heights, Mass. 


Jugger is one of the bright stars of our football firmament. Quar- 
terback is his usual position but he can get a touch-down from almost 
anywhere on the field. Condolences, next year’s team! You’re 
going to miss him a lot. Jugger’s sax is fairly well known around 
the town, too, especially at many of the dances. Speaking of danc- 
ing, Ryan showed considerable ability in the Senior Play. didn’t he? 
He tells us that he may go to Vermont University next fall. 


Football 1, 2, 3, 4. Senior Play. 


Si 


4 


DILLEY ROSENBLAE 
“A sweet, attractive kind of grace.” 


Date of birth — November 19, 1905. 
Place of birth — Needham, Mass. 


One of the lovely colonial dancers in the Senior Play was Tilley, 
and she makes just as nice a modern girl, too. She is quite shy and 
quiet but exceedingly efficient. It will be hard to find a more attrac- 
tive young, business woman than Tilley is going to be. 


Senior Play. 
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RUTH ELIZABE Foy SMITH 
‘“ Her smiles along the way 
Dispel the gloom and gray. 
Date of birth — September 11, 1905. 
Place of birth — Needham Heights, Mass. 

Smitty has only one failing — she is extra-ordinarily fond of cake. 
But she shares her supply so we aren’t going to condemn her weak- 
ness (?) for fear the supply will cease. This lady is extremely fond 
of attending the theatre, especially the ‘“‘Copley.’’ We can’t count 
more than half a dozen Saturdays that she has missed a performance. 

Ruth is planning to become a kindergarten teacher. We cer- 
tainly hope she will be able to manage her young pupils better than 
she did her two ‘“‘children’’ when she was Mrs. Marden in the Senior 
Play. 

Basket Ball 2. Senior Play. Entertainment Committee, English 
Club. 
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FRANK IRVING HOWE, Jr. 
“And on their own merits modest men are dumb.” 
Date of birth — June 30, 1906. 
Place of birth — Revere, Mass. 

In view of the fact that he intends to enter Mass. Aggie next 
fall, we have a remote suspicion that this young man will one day 
become a farmer. Frank is one of the mildest men of our class — we 
don’t think he has ever been really angry in his life. He has one 
failing though —or perhaps it’s a strong point—he doesn’t care 
very much for the ladies, either singly or collectively. Well, con- 
dolences are due the ladies as well as Frank. 


Baseball 4. 


s 


RACHEL ESTES HEALD 


“We may live without poetry, music and art; 
We may live without conscience and live without heart; 
We may live without friends, we may live without books ; 
But civilized man cannot live without cooks.” ~ 
Date of birth — January 1, 1905. 
Place of birth — Waterville, Maine. 

Cooking is a fine art where Rachel does it. In the days of the 
Canning and Home Economics Clubs, she was given ever so many 
prizes and honors. After she graduates, she thinks a cooking course 
will be just the thing. We’re just hoping she’ll invite her old class- 
mates to dinner some time. 
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HENRY BERTRAM HILL 


“A lion among ladies 1s a most dreadful thing.” 


Date of birth — March 30, 1907. 
Place of birth — Stoughton, Mass. 


“Oh, Romeo, Romeo!’ Yet even that languishing hero hadn’t 
half the technique our Humpy displays. His talents in such matters 
are truly remarkable. Witness, the Senior Play. Besides, he has 
inclinations toward scientific research, and probably after he gradu- 
ates from some famous institution, we shall hear great things from 
the famous discoverer of the proboscis. 


Senior Play. President English Club. Adunrate 3, 4. 


CYNTHIA MABEL GREGORY 


“And all the world could call her friend.” 


Date of birth — December 26, 1904. 
Place of birth — Needham, Mass. 


Cynthia is one of the best natured classmates we have, in fact we 
think it is impossible to make her even the least bit ‘peeved.’ And 
we all envy you that reputation, Cynnie. She is very fond of ath- 
letics and she was an especially valuable basket-ball player. As to 
the future, Cynthia is registered at Miss Wheelock’s for next year 
and when she finishes there she intends to set up the most successful 
kindergarten on the Atlantic Coast. We know she’ll do it, too. 


Basket ball 1. 


ARCHIE WHARMBY FRISWELL 
‘Tis not knowing much, but what is useful that makes the man.” 


Date of birth — October 22, 1905. 
Place of birth —- Concord, N. H. 


This young man is of a decidedly mechanical turn of mind. He is 
always patient enough to stop and “figure things out’’ where a more 
casual individual would merely pass such problems by. If he con- 
tinues in this path who knows what marvelous invention he may 
“figure out’ in time to make the memory of the class of ’24 famous. 
He will probably go into some trade where he can allow his ‘“‘mechani- 
cal ingenuity” full play. Here’s luck, Archie. 
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LOIS WILLARD DOW 
“Smiles, sweeter than thy frowns are stern.” 


Date of birth — September 24, 1905. 
Place of birth — Needham, Mass. 


Lois says she’s going to continue her education at Howard Semi- 
nary but we would prophecy an even more brilliant future for her if 
she became a jeweler, for her clever sealing wax pendants are known 
and admired all through the school. However, it never pays to try 
to alter a lady’s mind so 

Lois “‘just loves to play tennis” and she is a hard slammer (when 
tennis balls are the victims, we mean), so who knows but what she 
may win the International Championship some time in the future. 


Tennis manager. 


ROSE MADELAINE KROLL 
“Apt of word and keen of wit.” 


Date of birth — November 4, 1906. 
Place of birth — Allston, Mass. 


When this young lady casts her eye long and lingeringly in your 
_ direction, you may be pretty sure you're “having your picture took.” 
She has a perfect genius for cartooning, and when she puts you down 
on paper, you’re there at precisely face value. 

Maddie has a gift for humor and a feeling of good comradeship 
that make all of us very fond of her. We know her new friends at 
the Normal Art will value her as highly as we do. 


Senior Play. Class Secretary 1,3, 4. Secretary English Club. 
Aduurcate 3, 4. 


RAYMOND ASHLEY “HOLT 
“ He that is slow to anger 1s better than the mighty.”’ 


Date of birth — January 20, 1905. 
Place of birth — Needham, Mass. 


We don’t recall just who dubbed him “Happy” but as every one 
who knows him has indorsed the name we think it accurately described 
him. Happy is such an ardent pig-skin chaser that the other grid-iron 
frequenters elected him captain of the team last fall. We don’t 
intend you to infer from all this, however, that he dislikes indoor fun. 
Quite the contrary! Next fall he intends to continue his football 
career at Springfield. Lately he has heard the call of the wild from 
Newton and Medfield. 


Senior Play. Football 2, 3, 4. Baseball Manager 4. 
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GEORGE CHARLES HANSIS, JR. 
“One who never turned his back, but marched breast forward.” 


Date of birth — July 17, 1905. 
Place of birth — Jamaica Plain, Mass. 


If we judge by his actions in the Senior Play we may predict a 
remarkable career as a lawyer for this gentleman. His legally- 
flavored phrases on that occasion indicated that his acquaintance 
with Blackstone was fairly intimate. In Chem. with Davis as his 
helper, he maintains an enviable reputation for borrowing and for 
cluttering up other people’s benches. (To be fair though, we’ll add 
that this is almost his only fault.) He intends to accompany Davis 
to Dartmouth next fall. 

Prize speaking 3. 3rd:Senior Honors. Senior Play. Orchestra 1. 


REGINALD:- EVERETT GULLIVER 
“ Vet a little sleep, a little slumber.” 


Date of birth — December 2, 1905. 
* Place of birth — Newton, Mass. 


There’s an air of mystery about Reggie. We never know just 
what’s going on in his mind and sometimes we want to find out. 
Doubtless we’d learn a lot about ourselves that we never suspected. 
This coming fall, he’s off for New Hampshire State. May all the 
fates be kind to him! 

Senior Play. Football 3, 4. Orchestra 1, 2, 3, 4. 


ERNEST WILLIAM GOURD 
“A merry heart maketh a cheerful countenance.” 


Date of birth — May 27, 1906. 
Place of birth — Quincy, Mass. 


Lost a test tube? Page Mr. Gaurd! Poor Bill! In the lab havoc 
follows hot upon his trail, but elsewhere it is quite different. In 
every class he surely brightens his corner. Next year he is going to 
Boston University and after that we expect to see him cycling up the 
paths of fame with only such obstacles as ‘‘another flat one’’ now and 
then. 

Class. President 3. Anduorate 2, 3,4. Senior Play. 
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HELEN CHRISTINE FAUST 


“She doeth little kindnesses 
Which most would leave undone.” 


Date of birth — November 22, 1906. 
Place of birth — Roxbury, Mass. 


We're proud of Helen. If there’s any form of athletics she isn’t 
skilled in, we'd like to know what it is. Last year she made a wonder- 
ful score in the track meet. 

She is also very fond of playing the piano and says she 1s planning 
a musical career. We hope she will give us a concert some day. 


Basket ball 1, 2. Hockey 4. 


RUTH ERNESTINE CUSHMAN 


“For naught that sets one heart at ease 
And giveth happiness and peace 
Is low esteemed in her eyes.’’ 


Date of, birth — February 10, 1907. 
Place of birth — Portsmouth, N. H. 


We've had Ruth with us only a year but she is so good natured 
and friendly that we feel as though we had known her from the first 
grade. She likes small children and they are very fond of her, so 
she is planning to attend Miss Perry’s Kindergarten School. Her 
happy disposition will make her a delightful teacher. We wish 
we were young enough to be in your kindergarten, Ruth. 


JESSIE. CRANE 
“Thought 1s deeper than all speech.” 


Date of birth — July 15, 1906. 


Place of birth — Dorchester, Mass. 


Jessie doesn’t say much about it, but, oh, my! She has lofty 
ambitions. We once heard she was planning to be secretary to 
the president. It’s certain he couldn’t help but like her, because 
there’s not a more obliging or efficient young lady to be found. Just 
now she is thinking of the secretarial course at B. U. 
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EDMUND GEORGE POND, 2nd. 
“ Young fellows will be young fellows.” 


Date of birth — October 12, 1905. 
Place of birth — Needham, Mass. 


“Huh?” When you hear that intriguing observation you may be 
sure that Emmie is somewhere nearby. But don’t be alarmed. He 
merely uses the ejaculation as an expression of interest in what is 
going on around him. Emmie is one of the most widely-travelled 
men of our class, having ventured all the way to California last summer 
by water. He couldn’t bear to discontinue his course at N. H. S. 
though, so he came back again in the fall. He thinks Norwich will be 
his residence next year. 


RUTH EVELYN COOKSON 
“There's a little of the melancholy element in her.”’ 


Date of birth — April 5, 1905. 
Place of birth — Boston, Mass. 


The prettiest cook that ever came out of akitchen! Any one who 
saw the Senior Play will tell you so. Ruth is very versatile and has 
other achievements to her credit as well as that. The English Club 
owes a great deal to her diligent support. She just bubbles over 
with energy and enthusiasm. So she will be right in her element 
when she goes to Sargent, we know. 


Senior Play. Basket ball 1. Executive Committee, English Club. 


HELEN LOUISE’- MATHEY 


“And yet, believe me, good as well as ill, 
Woman’s at best a contradiction still.” 


Date of birth — September 14, 1905. 
Place of birth — Needham, Mass. 


When we see Helen on the street (in pleasant weather) we invari- 
ably glance around to find her Willys-Knight for the two are almost 
inseparable. She’s almost as excellent a mechanic as a professional 
too, when the aforementioned car is in question. We will also remem- 
ber her for another cherished possession —a fur coat. She hasn’t 
completed her plans for next year — but she says that she may go to 
Emerson. 


Senior Play. Refreshment Committee, English Club. 
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CLIFFORD RAYMOND JONES 


“Tf she be pleasant to look on, 
What does the young man say?”’ 


Date of birth — September 16, 1906. 
Place of birth — Needham Heights, Mass. 


We often wonder where the Adunrate would be without “‘Camp’ 
as its most efficient of business managers. We have it on good 
authority that every business man in Needham and Boston shudders 
when he sees Camp advancing with his brief case, for he knows that the 
young man’s tenacious hold on him can be loosened only with an ad. 
Clifford is fond of baseball and also of motoring and we understand 
that he often heads his car in the direction of Natick. Why? We 
wonder. He says he is going to Bentley’s next year to become an 
“expert accountant.” 

Advocate 3, 4. Baseball 1, 2, 3,4, Captain 4. Orchestra 2, 3, 4. 
Hockey 4. 


’ 


GILBERT TOONE 
“He was the mildest mannered man.’ 


Date of birth — November 6, 1905. 
Place of birth — Needham Heights, Mass. 


When ‘“Toonie’s’”’ voice is heard in the land, we always prick up 
our ears, for whatever he says is absolutely right. We hate to think 
what might happen if he should ever make a mistake, since every one’s 
motto is ‘‘When in doubt, ask Toonie.’’ His favorite subject is 
chemistry, and there all lesser lights fade before him. We’re sure 
to be proud of his achievements at Tech. 

Salutatorian. 


’ 


DOROTHY HOLMES BRUNS 


“Of all those arts in which the wise excel, 
Nature’s chief masterpiece is writing well.” 


Date of birth — September 29, 1905. 
Place of birth — Roslindale, Mass. 


This damsel has a vivacious disposition, and an artistic tempera- 
ment that finds expression in many ways. Consequently her services 
have been invaluable in the mighty task of Aduarate making. Next 
year the Normal Art will claim her for its own. Some day when the 
class of ’24 is reunited in the Hall of Fame, we shall be proud to have 
‘Dot,’ the famous Interior Decorator, in our midst. 


Senior Play. Adunrate 3,4. Orchestra 3. 
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ELEANOR ADELAIDE TIBBETTS 
‘Woman at best a contradiction still.” 


Date of birth — February 26, 1906. 
Place of birth — Montgomery, N. Y. 


All poor mortals who crimp and wave, and wave and crimp their 
wayward locks envy Tib her curls that the rainy days make all the 
curlier. There’s a lively mind under those curls, too, and conse- 
quently she likes active things — baseball, hockey, skating, and 
dancing especially. Her mind isn’t yet made up as to next year, 
though she has thought of studying to be a kindergarten teacher. 
Better do it, Tib. Ring-around-a-rosy is lots of fun. 

Senior Play. Vice-President 1, 2. Hockey 4. 


JERRYS BOND is) ik 
“And I'll speak in a monstrous, little voice.” 


Date of birth — July 8, 1906. 
Place of birth — Brookline, Mass. 


We have an orator’s career already marked out for Jerry, which he 
has successfully commenced by capturing an honor in the Prize- 
speaking Contest. If you ever have an occasion to participate in a 
debate with Jerry, be sure to be on his side. The other side doesn’t 
have a chance against his convincing flow of arguments. His plans 
for next year are still indefinite. 

Orchestra 1, 2, 3, 4. Senior Play. 


HILLIARD HENRY ANTHONY 
‘“ He has been fashion’s model as long as I have known him.” 


Date of birth — September 3, 1905. 
Place of birth — Jamaica Plain, Mass. 


Whenever the boys of the class desire a forecast of fashions they 
consult Anthony. Whether or not he maintains a cable connection 
with a Paris designer we cannot say — but — we have our suspicions. 
Anthony owns and operates a Baby Lincoln and for some remote 
reason the road.toward Wellesley seems to suit the car better than 
any other highway, so we are accustomed to see it speeding along 
merrily in that direction at all times. Here’s another prospective 
Norwich student. 

Senior Play. 
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RAYMOND PRESCOTT WRAGG 
“This man in life wherever plac’d, 
Hath happiness in store.” 
Date of birth — August 20, 1906. 
Place of birth — Dorchester, Mass. 


Wraggie’s dearest possession is a Ford —a shiny, little coupe 
which holds two quite comfortably. Raymond, being thrifty, doesn’t 
like to let the second seat go to waste, so We think he may be- 
come interested in finance in the future since he has been so successful 
with the records of the Student Activity dues, which we allowed 
him to take care of this year. Raymond has been an important 
member of the football team during his high school days. He tells 
us that he is going to Springfield. 

Class Treasurer 4. Football 1, 2, 3, 4. Orchestra 1, 2,3, 4. 


ROBERT JAMES WILLGOOSE 
“And why should life all labor be?” 
Date of birth — May 6, 19065. 
Place of birth — Watertown, Mass. 

Bob has always, hitherto, been most conspicuous in football but 
lately he has commenced a society career under the able direction of 
—Oh, we won't tell, Bob! Anyway, he seems to find it most satis- 
fying and entertaining, for he has attended almost every social func- 
tion this year.’ Still, he hasn’t lowered his athletic record, since he 
made his “‘N”’ on the football team and got lots of praise besides. He 
hasn’t decided as yet on the method he will take to earn a livelihood 
but we hope he gets as good a position as he deserves. 

Secretary 2. Football 1, 2, 3,4. Baseball 3. 


DORATHEA MAY WILLGOOSE 
“My thoughts hold mortal strife.”’ 
Date of birth — July 23, 1906. 
Place of birth — Needham Heights, Mass. 

Enthusiasm! That’s what Dot “ain’t got nothing else but.’’ 
She is the most “‘alive’’ person on our class books. A great deal of 
her energy was expended last fall when she led the best cheering 
section Needham High has boasted for some time. But she secured 
a new stock this Spring which she used to the best possible advan- 
tage as Mrs. Faulkner in the Senior Play. We expect soon to hail 
her as Doc rather than Dot, since she is entering B. U. in the fall, with 
the intention of one day becoming a real M. D. 

Vice-President 3, 4. Senior Play. Cheer leader 3, 4. Orchestra 
2,3. Aduacate 3, 4, 
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HELEN VIRGINIA WHITING 


“And she was a damsel of delicate. mold, 
With hair like the sunshine and heart of gold.” 


Date of birth — October 5, 1905. 


Place of birth — Worcester, Mass. 


Virginia hasn’t been with us so very long and she isn’t so very 
big either, but oh! wouldn’t we miss her if she went back to Worcester. 
And obliging! When any one gets “swamped” with work Gin is al- 
ways there, willing to lend a hand. She’s very fond of dancing too — 
and didn’t she make an adorable little girl when she danced in the 
Senior Play? She’s going to enter Miss Wheelock’s Kindergarten 
Training School next year. 


Senior Play. Hockey 4. 


PRISCILLA LERMOND PACKARD 


“A companion that is cheerful is worth gold.”’ 


Date of birth — May 26, 1906. 
Place of birth — New Britain, Conn. 


This fair lady’s attainments are many and varied. She draws 
and paints so beautifully that the admiring Freshmen who stop 
between classes to gaze upon her work gasp with wonder, while her 
opponents on the tennis court have to look to their laurels when 
Prilla serves. And further — hats off — she’s Valedictorian for ’24. 
But the artistic temperament is strong in her and she intends to fan 
the flame of genius next year at Normal Art. 


Valedictorian. Aduarate 3, 4. 


RUTH FRANCES McCORMACK 


“What she wills to do or say, 
Seems wisest, virtuousest, discreetest, best.” 


Date of birth — December 24, 1906. 
Place of birth — Needham, Mass. 
Tomix’s specialty is typewriting and her nimble fingers tap the 
keys most efficiently. Next year she’ll be continuing her good work at 


Simmons, and after that somebody is going to have a nice, little 
SeCretary. 


Senior Play. Hockey 4. 
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ROBERT CHARLES WILSON 
“T am not only witty myself, but the cause that wit is in others.’” 


Date of birth — October 1, 1905. 
Place of birth — Boston, Mass. 


“Bob” has a “‘line’’ of repartee that keeps his friends in a con- 
tinual state of mirth. He always seems to enjoy the jokes as much 
as they do. Yet, this young person takes things seriously, also, 
and works wonders with complicated problems and tongue-twisting 
formulas. No wonder Tech looks good to him, though we think 
he has possibilities as a first-rate comedian. 


Stage Manager, Senior Play. 


GARA BELLE BEALE 
“ Her air, her manners all who saw admired.” 


Date of birth — July 2, 1905. 
Place of birth — Dorchester, Mass. 


Gara is little, and meek — at times. The other times, especially 
in oral English, she surprises us with her powers of sarcasm and her 
knowledge of cannibals ’n’ things. B. U. is her destination after 
high school and she’s certain to be successful in working with young 
American savages, too. 


CHESTER SAWYER 
“This is the very ecstasy of love.” 


Date of Birth — November 17, 1906. 
Place of Birth — Milton, Mass. 


Any one who wants to write a soulful romance or a throbbing love 
story need search no farther. What more could he ask than Wilson 
and Sawyer’s tale of tender passion? Perhaps ‘“‘Chet’’ will write 
it himself some day for he’s quite poetic. The poems he has had in 
Che Adunrate were very fine. If you’re in doubt Chester, why not 
be a writer? 


Senior Play. 


44 Che Aduncate 


HOWARD AVERY SATTERLEE 


“Versed in the knowledge of many desperate studies.” 


Date of Birth — May 12, 1906: 
Place of birth — Needham Heights, Mass. 


Here’s the handy man of the class. If anything from a pin to 
an engine needs fixing, Howard can fix it. He just haunts the “Lab” 
and revels in all sorts of mysterious proceedings. His mechanical 
bent is turned to practical purposes, too, for the fine lighting effects of 
the Senior Play were to his credit. Next year he’ll be off for North- 
eastern. 


Electrician, Senior Play. 


PUTT SPT 


Alumni Nutes 


ALUMNI, we greet you! Miss Olive Sutton ’20 and Mr. William 


In this, our Commencement Issue, we 
greet you and ask for your support and good- 
will. We rely upon your co-operation. We 
need your advertisements and subscriptions. 
We solicit your renewed interest in Alma 
Mater and closer connection with under- 
graduate activities. 

In athletics your loyal support has been a 
factor in the achievements of our teams. 
Can you not do the same for the school 
paper? 

This is your column. Send in your 
contributions. Tell us of your whereabouts 
and give us your advice. We solicit your 
patronage and invite your criticism. 

ALUMNI Epiror. 


Mr. Carson Stanwood, ’16, and Mrs. Mil- 
dred McCormack Stanwood, ’18, announce 
the birth of a son, C. Carson Stanwood, Jr., 
on May 11, 1924. 

Mr. and Mrs. Stimpson Wyeth (Constance 
Twigg, 17) announce the birth of a son, John 
Stimpson, on April 25, 1924, 

Miss Dorothy Engstrom ’17, was married 
on May 17, 1924, to Mr. Walter Proctor of 
Norwood. 

The engagement has been announced of 


Collishaw of Needham. 

Miss Katherine Rand (Wellesley ’24) has 
again been given the rank of Wellesley 
Scholar. Miss Rand has held this honor 
in both her Junior and Senior years. 

Edmund J. Fitzgerald was valedictorian of 
his class at B. U. College of Liberal Arts. 
On his graduation from N. H. S. in 1920, he 
was accorded the same honor. He was a 


‘member of the Phi Betta Kappa and Presi- 


dent of the Student Council. 
The engagement is announced of Charles A. 
Orne, ’20, and Miss Ethelyn Morim of Allston. 


auninnncoe rnin 


, Class of 1920 


Doris A. Bliss, Northeastern Mutual Life Ins. 

Dorothy A. Bucknam, Mrs. Clifford Wye, May St. 

Dorothy P. Butler, Needham Trust Co. 

Russell E. Cahill, Evans Bros. 

John J. Cronin, New Hampshire State 

Edmund J. Fitzgerald, Boston University, ’24 

Mary T. Foley, Wm. Carter Co. 

Albert R. Hammersley, University of New Hamp- 
shire 

Helen S. Hansis, Commonwealth Atlantic Bank 

Parker L. Jackson, Dartmouth College 

Miriam Mathey, Globe Optical Co. 

Orlo McCormack, Sec. Supt. Schools, Wellesley 

Arthur J. McDonald, Needham Heights 

Alta M. McLean, Oxbow, Maine 

Myrtle D. McLean, Oxbow, Maine 
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Grace Murdock, John Hancock Insurance Co. 

J. Lawrence Norris, Dartmouth College, ’24. 

Charles A. Orne, Wm. Gorse & Co. 

May A. Overton, Needham Trust Co. 

Charles F. Perry, Wm. Carter Co. (New England 
Conservatory). 

Katherine Rand, Wellesley College, ’24 

John H. Rea, Central Ave. 


Elena P. Roberts, Hunnewell St. 

Dorothea M. Ryan, Wm. Carter Co. 

Kenneth A. Salman, M. A. C., ’24 

Mildred Smith, At Home 

Olive Sutton, “Boston Cooking School Magazine’’ 

George Twigg, Jr., Wm. Carter Co. (Assistant pur- 
chasing agent) 

Herbert L. Yerxa, Whitneyville, Conn. 


PTT SPL 


Senior Play 


On May 16, the Class of 1924 presented 
the play, “Come Out of the Kitchen’’ to the 
large audience gathered in the Town Hall. 
Almost everyone in the Senior class had 
something to do that night, either as mem- 
bers of the cast or as ushers or managers, etc. 
Much praise is due the coach, Miss Caswell, 
as well as Miss Springfield who had charge 
of the tickets, and Miss Bartlett who had 


charge of the music. Robert Wilson and 
Gilbert Toon proved themselves efficient 


stage managers and Howard Satterlee had 
charge of the electrical apparatus. Robert 
Willgoose was the prompter and Murl Daniels 
with an assistant had charge of the make- 
up. 

The ushers were Lois Dow, Jessie Crane, 
Gara Beale, Mildred Jackson, Ruth Cushman 
and Cynthia Gregory. 


When the play opened the young Danger- 
fields were trying to meet a financial crisis. 
Their final decision was to rent their old 
home to a northern gentleman, Burton Crane, 
played by Henry Hill, whom their agent, 
Randolph Weeks, played by Jerry Bond, Jr., 
recommended. The northern gentleman de- 
manded white help in his contract and when 
the white servants failed to show up, the 
Dangerfields were forced, at the last moment, 
to play the parts of servants themselves. 
Their efforts furnished the background for the 
rest of the play. 


Madeline Kroll played the part of the 
colored mammy very faithfully. Ruth Cook- 
son, who was at first Olivia Dangerfield, 
changed to Jane Ellen when the servants 
failed to show up and displayed some very 


fine acting. Eleanor Tibbets, Elizabeth Dan- 
gerfield, and later Ariminta took her part 
quite naturally. George Davis, alias Paul 
Dangerfield and Smithfield, was first a 
splendid southern young man and then a 
very solemn and dignified butler. William 
Gourd, Charles Dangerfield and afterward 
Brindlebury, kept the audience amused when- 
ever he was on the stage. The part of Mr. 
Crane, the eccentric northern gentleman, was 
excellently played by Henry Hill. Mrs. 
Faulkner, the very determined and decided 
lady, was played to perfection by Dorathea 
Willgoose while Helen Mathey took the part 
of Cora, her meek daughter. Solon Tucker, 
Mrs. Faulkner’s brother and a lawyer was 
played by George Hansis and the part of 
Thomas Lefferts by Ralph Studley, both 
parts being rather difficult character parts. 
Randolph Weeks, the southern gentleman, 
completed this part of the cast. 

The house-guest scene furnished color for 
the play. The guests were: Mr. Marden, 
Ashley Holt; Mrs. Marden, Ruth Smith; the 
young Mardens, Ruth Nickerson, and Vir- 
ginia Whiting; the poet, Reginald Gulliver; 
others, Misses Benedict, Bruns, McCormack, 
Bond, Rosenblat, and Messrs. Anthony, Ryan, 
Sawyer, Litchfield. 

The dancers of 1860 in the dream episode 
furnished a scene of the old south, pleasantly 
in contrast with the modern south which the 
rest of the play represented. 

The entire cast did remarkably well and 
should be complimented upon the finished 
manner in which they presented the play. It 
will be pleasantly remembered by everyone 
who attended the performance. 
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Ghe Euglish Club 


The second meeting of the English Club 
was held on Wednesday evening, November 
21, 1923, in the High School Hall.” After 
a short business session, the meeting was 
turned over to Miss Ruth Smith, chairman 
of the Entertainment Committee. The en- 
tertainment was provided by members of 
the club. William Simons gave a review of 
an entertaining book and Evelyn Hansen, 
Ruth Norcross, Alice Kingsbury, and Mary 
Ford followed with a clever pantomime of 
‘“Bluebeard.”’ John Greene gave a short talk 
and Morton Southworth spoke about news- 
paper work. Madelaine Pease read a Thanks- 
giving poem which Jane Peirce  supple- 
mented with a talk about the meaning of 
Thanksgiving. After several more short 
features the meeting was turned over to 
the chairman of the refreshment committee, 
much to the joy of the members who fully 
appreciated the preparations which this 
committee had made. 

The next meeting on March 25, was 
commenced by the reading of the Con- 
stitution. The entertainment of the evening 
started with a reading by Edith Beale, ac- 
companied by Esther Baker on the mandolin 
and Elizabeth Eaton on the piano. Jerry 
Bond followed with an original speech. ‘A 
Poet With a Message.’”’ A debate, with 
Alice Kingsbury as chairman and Roland 
Studley as timekeeper, finished the program. 
Dorathea Willgoose, Captain; Ruth Newcomb 
and Evelyn Hansen defended the affirmative 


side of the question, ‘‘Resolved: that the 
Philippine Islands be given their complete 
independence within five years.’’ Morton 
Southworth, Captain; Simons and Ladd 
presented the negative side. The judges, 
Miss Durgin and Miss Springfield, decided 
that the debate was a tie. After sighs, 
possibly of dejection, from both sides, the 
refreshment committee executed their part 
of the program. 


On May 21, the Club voted for the next 
year’s officers and then enjoyed an unusually 
good entertainment. Ruth Smith introduced 
Miss Foss, daughter of Sam Walter Foss, who 
read several of her father’s poems, which 
proved delightfully amusing to the audience. 
Mr. Henry Leonard gave a sketch of several 
English lectures which he had heard at 
Harvard during the past season. Mr. Stuart 
Bugbee followed with a humorous account 
of the social and student life at Massa- 
chusetts Institute of Technology. After 
another group of poems by Miss Foss, the 
refreshment committee took charge. 


The results of the election were as follows: 


Roland Studley, President. 

Evelyn Hansen, Vice-President. 

Elizabeth Eaton, Secretary. 

W. Simons, J7veasurer. 

Ladd, Chairman Entertainment Committee. 


Marion Stevens, Chairman 


Committee. 


Refreshment 


XO EES. 
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SPORTS 


Che Hinckey Geam 


In years past the absence of a winter 
sport has been the uppermost thought in 
the minds of the boys of the school. As 
basket ball or track teams are out of the 
question because the school has no gymna- 
sium, hockey seems to be the only practicable 
sport for winter. 

Previous attempts have been made to 
form a school hockey team, but for one 
reason or another it soon failed and condi- 
tions were as bad as before. 

This year the interest again rose, led 
by afew boys. A list of names was collected 
and submitted to the Student Council; that 
body after some time agreed to support such 
a team if formed in the school. 

Several other difficulties such as the lack 
of a coach, a place to play, and the scheduling 
of games were discussed. However, an act- 
ing manager was appointed and some games 
were scheduled. The results of these games 
were quite satisfying when one considers 


that no coach was employed, and that the 
boys had never played together as a team 
before. The team was not in anyway a 
financial drain on the athletic funds. The 
boys cleared the rink and furnished their 
own equipment. The interest was not lack- 
ing as a number have watched the contests 
both at home and away. The hockey team 
was a credit to the student body, and it is 
sincerely hoped that this team is the founda- 
tion of such an organization in Needham 
High School. 


AT NEEDHAM 

Needham 0 Wellesley 2 

On Thursday, February 14, at Rosemary 
Lake, Needham High played her first game 
of hockey with Wellesley As this game was 
the first the fellows had played together, 
lack of team work noticeable. The 
perfect condition of the ice afforded a fast 


Was 


game. 
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The playing of P. Johnson and Jones of 
Needham were the features, while R. Stan- 
wood and G. Meldye starred for Wellesley. 
The latter made several difficult stops. 
Both goals were scored in the second period 
and were breaks of the game. 


Lineup: 
NEEDHAM WELLESLEY 

Ladd l. w. A. Meldye 
_E. Johnson (Bs B. Stanwood 

Davis r. W. R. Stanwood 

Jones, Morselli il: Cornell Puffer 

P. Johnson, Nelson reve Bassert 

Wagner g G. Meldye 


Goals made by R. Stanwood and A. 
Meldye. Time three 12 min. periods. Referee 
Craits. 

AT NATICK 

Needham 1 Natick 2 

The first game away was played at 
Douglas Pond, Natick, February 19. The 
game started off at a fast pace and continued 
so during the remainder of the contest. More 
team play was noticed, although passing 
was made inaccurate by patches of snow 
which covered the ice. P. Johnson and 
Davis starred for Needham, while the work 
of T. Dumas and Richardson stood out for 
Natick. 


Lineup: 
NEEDHAM NaTICK 

Ladd l.w. Neugent, Mullowney 
Davis c Wilson 
E. Johnson, Nelson r.w. TT. Dumas 
Jones, Whelan l.d. Butters 
P. Johnson, Corbett r.d. Monaghan, Richardson 
Wagner g. Horriot 


Goals made by T. Dumas 2, P. Johnson. 
Time three 15-minute periods. Referee Archi- 
bald. 

AT NEEDHAM 


Needham 2 Jamaica Independents 0 


The second home game was won from 
the Jamaica Independents by the score of 
2-0, February 20. The lake was the scene 
of the contest. The defence of Needham 
was invincible, the work of Jones and Wagner 
in goal was praiseworthy, while the work of 


Ladd and E. Johnson in the forward line 
was the feature of the game. The game 
was without penalty and was very fast. 
Kelliher and Hicks starred for the visitors. 
Needham used a number of subs during 
the game. A big advance was noted in 
the team play of the Needham team. 
Lineup: 


NEEDHAM Jamaica INDEPENDENTS 


E. Johnson, Wagner Lew. Currier 
Corbett, Nelson Ge Hicks 
Ladd Tr. W. Kelleher 
Ryan, Ladd lla, MacGuire 
P. Johnson, Wragg eal Harvey 
Wagner, Jones g. Travers 

Goals made by Ladd, Wagner. Time 
three 15-minute periods. 

AT NEEDHAM 
Needham 1 Natick 1 


The fourth game of the season was a 
second contest with Natick. It was played 
at Mackintosh’s Pond, February 27, and 
turned out to be the best game up to that 
time. The score remained a tie at one 
goal each in spite of the three overtime 
periods. The whole contest contained many 
thrills and much fine hockey playing. The 
game seemed as if Natick would again take 
the honors with but two minutes to play. But 
Ladd of Needham got the puck near his 
defence, carried it through the whole Natick 
team, and, drawing the goalie out, scored 
just as the whistle for the last period blew. 
That was the most brilliant play of the day, 
as the puck was nearly always in center ice. 
The defence of both teams was very strong. 
Ladd, E. Johnson and Wagner were the 
stars for Needham, while the defence work 
of Richardson for the visitors stood out. 


Lineup: 
NEEDHAM NATICK 
Ladd w. Mullowney 
E. Johnson Wilson 
Davis w. Morrill, Neugent 


Richardson 
d. Monaghan 
Horriot 


Wagner, Mulherin, Nelson 
Studley, Corbett 
Jones 


ge eek, gt Cpl 
o. 
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Goals made by Richardson and Ladd. 
Time two 15-minute and a 10-minute period 


and three 5-minute overtime periods. Ref- 
eree, Haley. 
AT NATICK 
Needham 2 Natick 1 


The third game with our rival, Natick, 
February 29, proved to be just as interesting 
and just as fast as its predecessors. The 
struggle was contested at Morse’s Pond, 
Natick, the good condition of the ice afforded 
a fast game from start to finish. Needham 
scored first by a good bit of playing by 
Davis who secured the puck in back of his 
goal and carried it through the entire Natick 
team and easily scored. This was soon 
followed by a similar performance by Jones 
who had gone from goal to wing. Natick 
scored on a_ penalty in the second period. 
The work of Davis and Jones as well as the 
playing of the Needham goalies, who made 
several difficult stops were the features of 
the Needham team; the work of Neugent, 
Monaghan and Richardson stood out for 
Natick. Needham’s whole team played well 
and an effective passing game has been 


developed. 

Lineup: 

NEEDHAM NaTICK 

Ladd l.w. Mullowney 
E. Johnson . Wilson, Morrill 
Jones, Davis r.w. Neugent, Wilson 
Stanwood, Nelson, Wagner l.d Richardson 
Corbett, Mulherin, Studley r.d. Monaghan 
Mulherin, Jones g. Gibbs 


Goals made by Wilson, Davis, Jones. 


Time three 15-minute periods. Referee 
Archibald. 
TM. SS 
Fullback? 


‘How is your boy, Fritz, getting along in 
der college?”’ 
“Ach! He is half back on der football 


team und all der vay back in his studies.” 


Baseball 


On March 29, 1924, Coach Harold Crisp, 
former Needham High School athlete, made 
the first call for candidates for the baseball 
team. A large number of aspirants reported 
but because of weather conditions and the 
unfitness of Green’s field practice was dis- 
continued until these handicaps were 
remedied. 


The veterans who reported were P. Johnson, 
J. Whelan, J. Whetton, J. Wagner, C. Jones, 
and A. Gross. At a meeting of these men, 
“Camp” Jones was elected captain to succeed 
“Put” Johnson, our popular catcher. Many 
of last year’s substitutes and likely candi- 
dates including Ladd, E. Johnson, Ryan, 
Mulhern, Corbett, and Waining reported; 
on the whole everything and everybody 
looks forward for a bright future. 


Competition for different positions is very 
keen, a situation which will, no doubt, make 
the boys work much harder. But still, 
candidates for the twirling department fail 
to appear and it looks as though Gross, our 
popular athlete will once more take the 
brunt of the pitching honors. P. Johnson 
will no doubt hold down the catcher’s berth, 
while Whetton will cover first, Wagner sec- 
ond, Jones shortstop, and E. Johnson will be 
dependable at third. There is much compe- 
tition for outfield berths, but Joe Whelan is 
sure of covering center-field. 


With Coach Crisp’s able assistance and 
the interest that the boys are showing this 
year, there is no reason whatsoever, that 
when the last game is over in June, another 
green pennant will hang on the wall in the 
Assembly Hall, and Needham High School 
league standing will lead all the rest of its 
rivals. 

The baseball squad wishes to take this 
opportunity to thank Mr. Frost for his 
untiring labor and spirit in behalf of the 
boys. The work of the managers is also 
worthy of commendation, the boys appre- 
ciate all that is being done for them. 
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1924 
Holt, Captain 


Willgoose 
Studley 
Gulliver 


1924 


. Johnson 
. Jones, Captain 
. Holt, Manager 


1924 


. Johnson 
. Jones 

. Davis 

. Studley 


1924 


. Whiting 

. Tibbets 

. Bond 

. McCormack 


. Willgoose 


H. Bond 
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WEARERS OF THE 


N 


FOOTBALL 


1925 
A. Gross, Capt. elect 
W. Gaughan 
J. Wagner 
C. Donahue 
W. Matthes 
J. Whetton 
S. Ladd 
V. Mulherin 


BASEBALL 


1925 
J. Wagner 
A. Gross 
W. Matthes 
J. Whetton 


HOCKEY 


1925 
S. Ladd, Capt. elect 
J. Wagner 
V. Mulherin 


FIELD HOCKEY 


1925 
E. Desmond 
M. Godfrey 
F. Rice, Captain 
C. Coates 
M. McDonald 
A. Atkins 


CHEER LEADERS 


H. Fuller 


1926 
J. Whelan 
L. Nelson 
D. Mitchell 


1927 
E. Johnson 


1926 
J. Whelan 


1926 
L. Nelson 
W. Corbett 

1927 
E. Johnson 


1926 


B. Whelan, Capt. elect 


B. Gillespie * 
V. Tinker [{f 
M. Stevens 
R. Newcomb 
C. Gilfoil 

C. Voorhees 
R. Norcross 


R. Studley 
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Athletic Notes 


FOOTBALL 


After the football sweaters were awarded 
for the season of 1923, an election was held 
by the letter men for the captaincy of the 
team during the season of 1924. Gross was 
nominated among others and won by a large 
majority. He was a regular in the back field 
during the past season. 


HOCKEY 


Soon after the hockey letters were 
awarded, a meeting of the ten letter men 
was held to elect a captain for the season of 
1924-25. 

Ladd won the election, becoming the 
first hockey captain in Needham High. He 
was a regular at left wing during the season 
just ended. 


RIELD HOCKEY: 


The players who received their letters 
for the season of 1923 held their election for 
the selecting of a captain for the season of 
1924. Miss Whelan who played a fine 
game at wing during the past season, was 
elected to the captaincy for the season of 
1924. 


BASEBALL 


During the closing weeks of March the 
six letter men of the baseball squad, assembled 
to elect a captain for the coming season. Jones 
and Gross were nominated and after a tie 
in the vote the first ballot, Jones was elected 


to the captaincy for the season of 1924. 


_ 


bo 


6 


9 


10 


i 


Che Aduncate 53 


Whos Who in 24 


Authentic vote of the Senior Class 


Best looking boy— Henry Hill, Ist: 
George Davis, 2d. 
Best looking girl — Priscilla Packard, 


1st: Mildred Jackson, 2d. 

Wittiest — William Gourd, 1st: Edmund 
Pond, 2d. 

Most popular girl — Eleanor 
1st: Dorathea Willgoose, 2d. 

Most popular boy — William Gourd, Ist: 
Ralph Studley, 2d. 


Tibbitts, 


Done most for .N. H. S.— Priscilla 
Packard, ist: George Davis, 2d. 
Biggest fusser— Dorothy Bruns, 1st: 


Henry Anthony, 2d. 

Biggest bluffer — Henry Anthony, 
Henry Hill, 2d. 

Best dressed girl — Virginia Whiting, 
ist: Ruth Nickerson, 2d. 

Best dressed boy — Henry Anthony, Ist: 
Henry Hill, 2d. 

Most to be admired — George Hansis, 
1st: Jerome Ryan, 2d. 


site 


1, 


te 


14. 


Best athlete — Jerome Ryan, ist: Put- 
nam. Johnson, 2d. 

Most likely to succeed — Gilbert Toone, 
1st: George Hansis, 2d. 

Greatest social light — Henry Anthony, 
1st: Eleanor Tibbitts, 2d. 


. Nerviest — Ruth McCormack, Pst: 
Chandler Litchfield, 2d. 
. Greatest grind — Gilbert Toone, Ist: 


Priscilla Packard, 2d. 


. Meekest — Gilbert Toone, 1st: Cynthia 


Gregory, 2d. 


. Laziest — Chandler Litchfield, 1st: Frank 


Howe, 2d. 


. Best natured — Ashley Holt, 1st: Robert 


Willgoose, 2d. 


. Noisiest — Robert Wilson, 1st: Edmund 


Pond, 2d. 


. Windiest — Henry Anthony, ist: Jerry 


Bond, 2d. 


. Most religious — Jerry Bond, 1st: George 


Hansis, 2d. 
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Numerous Stories — 
Jakey: “Do you know what the highest 
public building in Boston is?”’ 
Lakey: “I’ve heard that the Public Library 
has the most stories.” 


Goodby to Liberty 

After many years as a happy bachelor he 
found himself at last hooked and booked 
for matrimony. Early on his wedding day 
a friend met him carrying a wreath tied up 
with mourning ribbons. 

‘Good heavens, man,’ said the friend, 
“T thought this was your wedding day.” 

‘So it is,’ was the glum reply. 

“Then what on earth are you doing with 
thatis 

“Oh it’s all right,’’ exclaimed the bride- 
-groom-elect, “I’m just going to lay it on the 
Statute of Liberty.”’—Cleveland News. 


Cause for Alarm 


An Irishman, coming out of ether in the 
ward after an operation, exclaimed, ‘Thank 
goodness, that’s over.” 

‘Don’t be too sure,’’ said the man in 
the next bed. ‘They left a sponge in me and 
had to cut me open again. . 

A patient on the other side said, ‘““‘Why 
they had to open me, too, to find one of their 
instruments.” 

Just then the surgeon who had operated 
on the Irishman stuck his head in the door and 
yelled: ‘‘Has anybody seen my hat?” 

Pat fainted.—Judge. 


”) 


Ask Dot!! 


A great amount of bluffing, 
Lots of air quite hot, 
Make a recitation 
Seem like what it’s not. 


Soph: (sternly) “Did you take a shower 
bath?” 

Fresh: (timidly) ‘“‘No, are there any miss- 
ing?” 


Unavoidable 
Visitor: “You have a peculiar faculty 
here for—” 
Senior: “Sh! I know it—but we can’t 
help ourselves, they were thrust upon us.”’ 


Times Change 
People used to commit suicide by blowing 
out the gas. Now they step on it. 


Prof.: ““You say you aren’t prepared to 
do this test?” 

Stude: ““No sir, I bought a soft pencil for a 
hard exam.” 


A fond father discovered his young hope- 
ful reading a dime novel. 

“Unhand me, villian,’’ the detected boy 
cried, ‘‘or there will be bloodshed.”’ 

“No,” said the father grimly, tightening 
his hold on the boy’s collar, “‘not bloodshed, 
but woodshed.”’ 


Probably His Wife’s 
‘What has so upset your peace of mind?” 
“A piece of mind.” 


Warning: Freshies, Keep Out of the Lab. 

A green little Freshman, in a green little way, 

Mixed some chemicals just for fun one day. 

The green little grasses now tenderly wave 

O’er the green little Freshman’s green little 
grave. 


Bad Enough 
There was once a young man named Teedle, 
Who wouldn't accept his degree; 
He said, “‘It’s enough to be Teedle, 
Without being Teedle, D. D.”’ 


A Junior’s Definition 
The Tattler was a group of Spectator’s 
who Tattled. 


Chemistry, IV.—A. 
Miss T.: ‘Did you ever hear the story of 
the ant in French?” 
Stud.: “Whose ant (aunt) ?” 


Name 

Kid Anthony 
Garabelle Beale 
Benjamine Benedict 
Bondie Bond 
Young Jerry Bond 
Dot Bruns 

Ruth Cookson 
Jessie Crane 

Ruth Cushman 
Izzy Davis 

Lois Dow 

Faustie Faust 
Archie Friswell 
Bill Gourd 

Slim Theda Gregory 
Uncle Moses Hansis 
Happy Holt 

Ray Heald 

Bud Howe 

Mim Jackson 
Camp Jones 

Helen Mathey 
Tommie McCormack 
Tubby Litchfield 
Ruthie Nickerson 
Emmie Pond 
Prilla Packard 
Tillie Rosenblat 
Jugga Ryan 
Maddie Kroll 
Howard Satterlee 
Chet Sawyer 
Smitty Smith 
Stud Studley 
Tibbie Tibbets 
Spit Toone 

Gin Whiting 

Dot Willgcecse 
Gcosie Wil!gccse 
Bob Wilson 
Wraggie Wragg 


The Advocate 
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As Ghe Advocate Advocates Them 


Noted for 

stvle 

racket 

gray matter 
hockey 

his line 
Studebaker 
ooking 

New England drawl 
calmness 

side comments 
thrift 

French 

ego 

harmonica 
studious habits 
Kennedy’s 
disposition 
friendliness 
mechanical genius 
businesslike air 
persuasiveness 
Willys Knight 
shy (?) glances 
solidity 

hiking 

his grin 
persistency 
millinery 
football 

math 

radio 

looks 

Latin 

his feet 

curly hair 
placidity 

size 

bluff 
reputation 
Haircut 

his Ford 


Failing 

laugh 
mimeographing 
tickling the ivories 
typewriting room 
modesty 

vanity case 
Irish dialect 
sundaes 
abbreviated locks 
smartness 
nothing 

music (?) 
seriousness 
typewriting 
eating 

dignity 

pigskin chasing 
bread-making 
girls 

good nature 
women 

Latin comp. 
committees 
cigars 

clothes 

studying 
studiousness 
dancing 

sax 

caricaturing 
violin 

his smile 

cake 

luxuriant tresses 
terpsichorean art 
nothing 
Worcester 
curiosity 

ER: 

wise cracks 

her 


on 


Outcome 

taxi driver 
somebody’s stenog. 
schoolmarm 

a domestic 

soap-box orator 
artist’s model 
Follies star 

private secretary 
nursemaid 

living skeleton 
tennis champ. 
Olympic star 
inventor 

clown 

day nursery keeper 
lawyer 

minister ' 
Sunday-School teacher 
farmer 

President’s secretary 
domesticated husband 
mechanic 

Kriesler 2d 

Senator 

somebody’s mother 
sailor boy 

painter (of houses) 
housewife 
Intercollegiate athlete 
business woman. 
Edison, Jr. 

Pres., Wilson, Sawyer Co. 
ideal wife 

grass widower 

movie actress 
college prof. 

fashion model 
sufiragette 

French prof. 
bootlegger 

banker 
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Every Bay Movies at N. GH. 8. 


“Bill” Gourd 
“Happy’’ Holt 
“Fuzzey”’ 

N. H. S. Orchestra 
‘“Joe’’ Whelan 
“Put” Johnson 
Wilson and Sawyer 
“Ken” Trow 
Ralph Studley 
Homeward Bound 
“Fritz”? Wagner 
Brookline St. 
“Jugger’’ Ryan 
“Shrimp” Pond 
Crise since 


Paul Revere 

The Mail Man 

The Fruit Vender 
Children of Jazz 
Runnin’ Wild 
Flaming Youth 

The Two Musketeers 
Rip Van Winkle 

Big Brother 

The Knock at the Door 
The Flying Dutchman 
Where the Pavement Ends 
The Kid 

Life of the Party 
Behind Closed Doors 


TM. SS 


Haven’t Descended Yet 
“Do you believe that men have descended 
not only from monkeys, but, farther back, 
from fishes?” 
“No, most of ’em are poor fish still.” 


Edith: “‘How is it that you get so many 
joy rides?”’ 
Madge: “I just practice auto-suggestion.” 
—Boston Transcript. 


History, IV.—A. 
Mr. F.: “I don’t quite know how the 
feminine mind works.” 


Pond: ‘‘Nobody does.” 


History IV.—A. 
Hist. Stude: ‘‘Wouldn’t drunkards be 
punished under common law?” 
Mr. F.: “No, they would come under 
the nature of of 
Pond.: ‘‘Denatured.”’ 


“Campin?” 


By JAMES W. ADAMS, ’25 


Smell of the woods in the morning; 
The sun shines gold through the trees 
And the heavens are filled with music 
From the lips of the flowing breeze. 


Chemistry, IV.—A. 
Miss T.: ‘How would you test for Hydro- 
gen Sulfide (rotten egg gas) ?”’ 
Class: ‘‘Smell of it.” 
Miss T.: “But what if you had a cold?” 
Stud.: ‘“‘Let some one else smell of it.”’ 


Not From Tee to Tee 
‘“‘He just goes from one tea to another all 
the time.”’ 
“Must be a good golfer then.’ 
“No, a good gulper, I’d say.”’ 


’ 


Our Opinion 
There can be no doubt whatever that 
the handsomest of fur-bearing animals is 
the American girl. 


Good Advice 
Mrs. Scrap: “I’ve talked and talked to 
you until I am worn out.” 
Scrap: “Why not shut up for repairs?”’ 


His Experience 
Teacher: ‘‘Do you know why we call our 
language the mother tongue?” 
Bright Child: ‘‘Because father never gets a 
chance to use it.’’—Stray Stories. 


He: “Your glance is fatal.” 
She: “But your stare is killing.”’ 


A Vegetating Romance 


My Sweet Potato: 

Do you carrot all 
beets for you. 
eye. If we cantaloupe, lettuce marry. 
will be a happy pear. I have cabbaged 
enough for us to live on. If I don’t turnip 
tonight, I will leave a message in the garden, 
so just cauliflower and she will give you my 
directions. Let us hope the secret will not 
leek out beforehand. Parson Ipp will marry 
us. 


for me? My heart 
You are the apple of my 
We 


Devotedly, 
SWISS CHARD. 


on 
CO 
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The Brewster, Wolfboro, N. H. 

Why not introduce more editorials? Your 
“Scrap Book”’ is interesting, as is your alumni 
department. 

The Nobleman, Noble and Greenough, 
Dedham, Mass. 

Very gripping literary department and 
your sporting news is something to be proud 
of. We should, however, like to see some 
exchange criticisms in your magazine. 


The Owl, Bryant High, Long Island City, 
NvY? 

Your cartoons are very clever indeed. 
We like your ‘Spectator’ column. Your 
radio column is extremely novel. 


The Radiator, Somerville, Mass. 

Your editorial comments are very interest- 
ing. We also liked your literary depart- 
ment. You might enlarge your advertising 
section. 


The Spotlight, 
Coatesville, Pa. 


Coatesville High School, 


The Broadcast, Jamaica Plain, Mass. 

We like your ‘“‘Verse and Worse”’ column. 
Credit is due to your advertising manager. 
The story about the evacuation of Boston is 
extremely interesting; your sporting news is 
well written. 


The Echo, Winthrop, Mass. 

A little more humor would enliven your 
paper. Your literary contributions show 
promise. 


The Argus, Classical High School, Worces- 
ter, Mass. 

Your School Notes are very interesting; 
we wish that there were more of them. The 
literature is also good, but a school able to 
publish such a magazine must have a few 
poets. Moreover, the exchange department 
could be enlarged and some kind of a feature 
added. 


The Beacon, Boston University, Boston, 
Mass. 

Your writers are certainly talented; the 
literary work of the Beacon is the best we 
have seen for some time. Couldn’t your 
magazine be enlarged, possibly a few more 
departments added? The editorial depart- 
ment is very “‘efficient’’ and “‘inspirational.”’ 


The Radiator, 
Somerville, Mass. 

Enjoyable on the whole, but all the depart- 
ments could be elaborated as a few more 
advertisements would tend to the added 
cost. We have found that some kind of a 
special feature always popularizes a publica- 
tion. Don’t be afraid to make the artists 
work. 


Somerville High School, 
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The Red and Black, Rogers High School, 
Newport, R. I. 

You certainly must have a lot of support 
and a “‘live’’ staff to get out such a splendid 
magazine every two weeks. We would sug- 
gest that the exchanges be evened up. We 
realize that it is hard to get exchanges every 
two weeks, but in some issues you have a long 
list of exchanges received while in others 
there is next to nothing in the exchange field. 
Couldn’t comments be written on the “long 
lists’’ and published, a batch in every issue? 


The Tauntonian, Taunton, Mass. 

We enjoyed your varied humor and 
exchange notes but why not hunt up some 
student artist. A few cartoons would im- 
prove your paper. 


The Spotlight, Valley Junction, Iowa. 

Your Junior High page is quite novel. 
Judging from. your news items, you must 
have a lively school. 


The Red and Black, Rogers High, Newport, 
Rel. 

The arrangement of your magazine was 
enjoyable. Your headings of your several 
departments gave evidence of art. The 
pages of your paper show that your advertis- 
ing manager has been ‘‘on the jump.” 


The Sassaman, Natick High, Natick, Mass. 

You have some very excellent editorials 
in your magazine; your literary department is 
ideal. Your athletic department is very well 
arranged. 


The Burdett Lion, Burdett College, Boston, 
Mass. 

Your humor and advertising depart- 
ments deserve praise. The article on mathe- 
matical short-cuts was very interesting and 
instructive. You might enlarge various sec- 
tions of your paper. 


Maroon and Gold, Monmouth High School, 
Monmouth, [llinois. 

The Maroon and Gold is certainly worth 
waiting a year to look at. It rivals most 
college productions and its composition shows 
remarkable skill. A senior graduating with 
four of them will have an unforgettable 
memory of Monmouth High School days. 


The Clipper, Monmouth High 
Monmouth, Illinois. 

Your school must have an _ excellent 
English Course and an able staff to produce 
such a publication monthly. It seems to us 
that one excellent feature of The Clipper is so 
much school news and spirit. The literary 
work is splendid. Couldn’t some of your 
headings be in the form of cuts. 


School, 
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Cn Our Aduertisers: 


MATIE. wish to take this opportu- 


3) nity to thank our advertisers for 


faithful support, without which 
this issue of Qhe Adunrcate would 


have been impossible. 


CLIFFORD R. JONES, 


Business Manager. 
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Automobile Repairing 


Dr. Clarence M. Haskell 
DENTIST 


5664 HIGHLAND AVENUE 
NEEDHAM HEIGHTS, MASS. 


Hours: Telephone: 
8.30 a.m. to 8 p.m. 


re lew ela uller 
DOL Nels 


DENTAL AND MEDICAL X-RAY 
EXAMINATIONS 


1050 GREAT PLAIN AVE., NEEDHAM, MASS. 
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Compliments of 


The Needham Trust Co. 


Your Local Bank 


WE WELCOME EVERY OPPOR- 
TUNITY TO BE OF .SERVICE 


PUSH SHULL SLU LLL PELL Loe ULL ULL LOLOL LLL BL 


Compliments of 
DReVE BAT AGKSON 


POST OFFICE BUILDING 


Needham 0563 


Compliments of 


NEEDHAM ICE Co. 


TELEPHONE 
NEEDHAM 0161-W 


ae. KENNEDY 


SHOES 


FURNISHINGS 
and 


Needham News Agent 


GENTS’ 


1012 Great PLAIN AVE. NEEDHAM 


Compliments of 


F. Fletcher Coates, D.M.D. 
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NEEDHAM GARAGE 


HILLS AND SWEETLAND, Proprietors 
DODGE SALES AND SERVICE 


Firestone and Oldfteld Tires 
Willard Service Station—F ree Service on all Batteries 
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Compliments of 


DAVID MURDOCH 


ENS KEG 


House Painter and Paper Hanger 


Telephone Connecticn 


Compliments of 


Frank De Fazio 


NEEDHAM HEIGHTS 


Compliments of 


SMALL 
The Tazlor 


A. R. GAY 
Custom Tailor 


Telephone Connection 


105 Hunnewell St. 


NEEDHAM HEIGHTS 


Compliments of 


Federal Binding Co. 


216 High Street 
Boston : Mass. 


John Gegenheimer 


PLUMBING and HEATING 
Needham, Mass. 


Compliments of 


LEON FORAND 
ELECTRICAL CONTRACTOR 


SCHOOL STREET 
NEEDHAM, MASS. 


Compliments of 


Hels, sabia 


NEEDHAM HIGH SCHOOL 1924 


Compliments of 


ALGER E. EATON 


NEEDHAM, MASS. 
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Teacher: ‘‘Who was that who laughed 
aloud?” 

Pupil: “I did, sir, but I didn’t mean 
io-dout | 

Teacher: ‘“You didn’t mean to do it?” 

Pupil: “No, sir, I laughed up my 
sleeve and I didn’t know there was a 
hole in my elbow.” 
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DALE STREET POULTRY FARM 


SPICER BROS., Proprietors 
Fresh Eggs and Dressed Poultry in Season 
TELEPHONE NEEDHAM 623-W 


Complimeuts of 


CHARLES E. STANWOOD 


Compliments of 


Saxony Knitting Mills 


NEEDHAM HEIGHTS 
MASS. 


Compliments of 


H. KINSMAN 
Milk and Cream 


NEEDHAM MASS. 


Compliments of 


J. M. McCRACKEN 


Compliments of 


HENRY THOMAS & Co., INC. 
PLUMBING AND HEATING 


NEEDHAM HEIGHTS, MASS. 
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Bright Boy! 

Five girls -entered a candy store. 
One of them approached the clerk and 
asked: “What have you for a dime 
that will go around five girls?”’ 

The clerk answered, after only a mo- 
ment’s consideration: ‘“‘The only thing I 
can suggest is a piece of rope.”’ 


Compliments of 


Modern 


Garage 
Service 


GARDEN CITY PRESS, Inc. 


A. P. HARTSHORN, Mgr. 


Printers of 


Ghe Aduncate 


251 Washington Street 
NEWTON MASS. 
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Compliments of 


Samuel H. Wragg 
INSURANCE 


37 HIGH ST., NEEDHAM HEIGHTS 


WILLETT & CHADWICK 


Wendall -E. Hasenfus Co. § BETTY GRAY SHOPPE 


Painting and Decorating | Everything for Kiddies 
Jobbing - a - Specialty FROM INFANTS AND CHILDREN 
Medium Prices UP TO 10 YEARS 
15 CHESTNUT STREET NEEDHAM _ Silk Underwear and Stockings for Grown-ups 


1040 GREAT PLAIN AVENUE 


WE CAN SATISFY ALL OF 


THE UNIVERSAL CAR YOUR REQUIREMENTS 


Stack & McAdams 


AUTHORIZED FORD DEALERS 
PRT OHONET RDO MIETIE Tydol Gasoline Veedol Oil 


Compliments of 


SAM JACOBS Compliments of 


J. BRADEN THOMPSON, M.D. 
Compliments of 


COW ChLEDS 


LOW oe ty lethal en Gaye 


MELVIN L. LOW, Registered Pharmacist 
GREAT EPLCAT NO AVENUE es NEEDHAM, MASS. 


Motto: QUALITY, COURTESY and SERVICE 


Telephone, Needham 0735 or 0052 
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Nei ORIN] 
Keen Kutter Hardware 
Paints 
Electrician 
539 Highland Ave. Needham Heights 


Compliments of 


eb R EAI WET: 


NEEDHAM HEIGHTS 


The home of ] 
owers 


PAUL E. RICHWAGEN & SONS, INC. 


HIGHLAND AVE. AND ROSEMARY ST. 
NEEDHAM, MASS. 


Member of Phone 
Florist Telegraph Delivery Asso. Needham 0652 


OU AUTO PLACE 
OUR AUTOMOBILE INSURANCE with 


S LANCE Yo Ms HOLLIS 


LOWEST RATES STRONGEST COMPANIES 


E@WISSRORUENEY 
Tailor 


539-A HIGHLAND AVE., NEEDHAM HEIGHTS 


Compliments of 


H. G. MERRILL 


DRY GOODS 


982 GREAT PLAIN AVENUE 


DSU ISHN SIU SHUI SHINSHU SHU IUUUS UU LULU OPPS LLLCLLLLLLL 


Needham Hardware Co. 


HAROLD T. NEAS 
Hardware and Sporting Goods 
Radio Supplies 


NEEDHAM MASS. 


Allston R. Bowers 


Insurance 


The Needham Exchange 
New and Second-hand 
FURNITURE ANTIQUES 
REPAIRING UPHOLSTERING 
Light Trucking and Expressing 


R. N. Kimball 


3 BANK BUILDING 


Telephone Connection 


Verano Ace 
Stationery and Gift Shop 


An exceptionally large assortment of 
Greeting Cards and Party Favors 
for all occasions. Attractive Writing 
Papers, Lending Library, Etec. 


OS GH eS NU eh EE 


Baah! 
Teacher: “Jane, can you 
who succeeded Edward VI?” 
Jane: “Mary.” 
Teacher: ‘‘Now Lucy, who followed 
Mary?” 
Lucy: (absently) “Her little lamb. 


tell me 


” 
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Suburban Hardware Co., Inc. 


Hardware :: Bicycle Supplies 
Auto Supplies :: Radio Parts 
Goodrich Tires 


FREE DELIVERY 


OPPOSITE POST OFFICE 
TELEPHONE NEEDHAM 0820 


Wm. J. Cozens & Son 


REAL ESTATE and INSURANCE 


Wm. J. Cozens, Jr. Telephone Needham 0437-R 


30 AVERY STREET 
NEEDHAM HEIGHTS 
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A. J. MATHEY 


CLASS RINGS 


ULSI STs Mss Ws oS sanenenanne 


Compliments of 
| American 
Conkery 
_ —-s Mlagazine 
bee c ls mney 
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Compliments of 


McGREGOR INSTRUMENT CO. 


NEEDHAM, MASS. 
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COMPLIMENTS OF 
Needham Public Market 


Crest Building 
1011 GREAT PLAIN AVE. 


TEL. NEEDHAM 0535-R 


HOME MARKET 
We Aim to Please 


The Old Reliable 
mHONAS =o WTTON CO. 


Groceries and Provisions 


ERE SHE ROLES 
and VEGETABLES 


Free Delivery Tel. 0410 or 0264 


We have the Right Goods at the 
Right Prices, but we specialize 
in Service 


Needham $q. Market 
984 GREAT PLAIN AVE. 


TELEPHONE 0505 


COMPLIMENTS OF 


W hetton’s Grocery Store 


OLDEST STORE IN NEEDHAM 


EsTaBLISHED 1882 
Telephone Needham 0064 
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GREAT HIT! 
Soin Buttermilk 
Feed it the Year Round 
H. A. CROSSMAN CO. 


COMPLIMENTS OF 


Hanson’s Cash Market 


531 HIGHLAND AVE. 
NEEDHAM HEIGHTS, MASS. 


Telephone Needham 0488 


COMPLIMENTS OF 


T. J. Crossman Co., Inc. 
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COMPLIMENTS OF 


ADAMS BROS. CO., 


Cash Groceries 
$5.00 ORDER DELIVERED FREE 


Satisfaction Guaranteed 


COMPLIMENTS OF 


Crisp’s Market 


NEEDHAM HEIGHTS 
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Whitening Tinting 
THOMAS DONALD 


House Painter 
HEMLOCK SARE NEEDHAM 


Telephone Connection 


Graining Glazing 


COMPLIMENTS OF 


GEORGE W. HOLT 
Carpenter 


EAE CATVIERGE 
Dry Goods 


Carter's Block Needham Heights 


Calvert & Stanley 
Shoes and Men’s Furnishings 


Carter’s Block 
NEEDHAM HEIGHTS 


J. H. Fitzgerald 


Auto Springs Repaired 


HIGHLAND AVENUE 
NEEDHAM, MASS: 
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COMPLIMENTS OF 


The Mayflower Inn 
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PN VIBES 


Painting, Paper Hanging 
and Decorating 


53 PICKERING, sl REE 
NEEDHAM, MASS. 


H. A. Kingsbury 


SIGN AND AUTOMOBILE 
PAINTING 


EATON SQUARE NEEDHAM, MASS. 


H.S. Locke & Son Co. 


WINDOWS, DOORS 
FRAMES AND BLINDS 


COMPLIMENTS OF 


JOHN BRYER 
Carpenter 


Pale (AMES 


Home-made Candies and Ice Cream 
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NEEDHAM SHOE STORE 
“We Shoe the Family” 
Shoes for All Occasions Prices Lower Than Boston 


1096 GREAT PLAIN AVENUE 
Telephone 1120 


NEEDHAM HEIGHTS GARAGE 


ROWE & McCULLOCK 


Authorized Oakland 
Chevrolet Service TIRES Sales and Service 
Telephone Needham 0714 324 HIGHLAND AVENUE 


Compliments of 


Otto Maino 


BARBER 


Chestnut Street, Needham 


WN 


2 
— 
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Chas. A. Nickerson 


Maker of Pennants, Letters 
Sold by Numerals, Arm Bands 


Model Men’s Store 


NEEDHAM 


WARNE’S DRUG STORE 


At the Public’s Service at all times to fill Prescriptions Correctly 


Highland Avenue Needham Heights 


A complete line of Drug Store Goods as well 


NEEDHAM. ce EO TABLISHED? DRUG STORE 
Telephone Needham 0084 
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Compliments of 


The Benjamin Moseley Co., Inc. 


NEEDHAM, MASS. 


The Lionne Company 
Manufacturers of 


ENAMEL, LACQUERS and 
AIRBRUSH EQUIPMENTS 


NEEDHAM HEIGHTS, 94, MASS. 
Tel. Congress 1278 Tel. Main 2821 


EDWARD E. DAILY 


Manufacturer of 
Paper Boxes 


NEEDHAM HEIGHTS, MASS. 


Compliments of 


Treadwell’s Store 
Needham Heights 


Compliments of 


D. M. WOOD 
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Words 


(Continued from Page 6) 


but, as soon as they are out of school, all 
knowledge of English seems to be forgot- 
ten. This double manner of speaking is 
dangerous, because one element will soon 
crowd out the other. Pupils are not in 
school as long as they are out, therefore, 
the bad element of speech has the de- 
cided advantage over the good element. 

Be sure you mean what you say and 
know what you are saying. If you know 
these two things, the correct manner of 
speech will follow. Most of the errors in 
talking are due to carelessness. Bearing 
this in mind, take a lesson from one of 
America’s most courageous men who said, 
“Be sure you are right, then go ahead.”’ 


“SAY IT WITH FLOWERS” 


ARTON 
i) FLORIST 


TELEPHONES 
Greenhouse Store 


NEEDHAM 0760 NEEDHAM 0072 
Needham Heights Needham Square 


JOHN LAWSON 


Teaming and Furniture Moving 
Loam and Manure 


Sand and Gravel for Sale 
NEEDHAM HEIGHTS 
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WHEN YOU PATRONIZE OUR ADVERTISERS 


V. A. ROWE COMPLIMENTS OF 
Pharmacist Dr. David Edwin Mann 
WHEN 
U NEED A LUNCH COMPLIMENTS OF 


NEEDA LUNCH Dr. Charles L. MacGray 


BULLY oO) LHERE TO SERVE YOU 
ANY TIME ANY DAY 


We take pleasure in announcing to the Class of 1925, 
our New and Exclusive Paris Etchings 


Champlain Studios 
NEW YORK BOSTON PHILADELPHIA 
164 TREMONT STREET :: 480 BOYLSTON STREET 


The memory of a face soon fades, but in after years 
Commencement Photographs always recall many 
pleasant memories of the Class and Field 


SEGA waR A Eee A ENDED oe Oe ALL. STUDENTS 


BEACH 0858, BEACH 2687 


Class Photographer for 1924, Needham High School 
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Autographs 
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Nolen 
ce SERVATORY — 
“OF MUSIC 


| SCHOOL YEAR}. CLASS OR 
Opiiks GEORGE W. CHADWICK ‘ PRIVATE 


-| SEPTEMBER 18 te i DICH Sa INSTRUCTION 


Pupils received for a Single Subject as well as for Full Courses 


See Harmony, History of Music, Theory, Solfeggio, Literature, Diction, 
_ Choir Training,» Ensemble, Wood-wind Ensemble and Se Quarter: The Normal 

> pspattment affords practical training for teaching.» 

Languages. : 

- Dramatic Department: Practical training in acting, with public presentation. 

~The Free Privileges of lectures, concerts and recitals, the opportunities of ensemble 

sprace) and appéaring before audiences with a complete orchestra, and the. daily 

associations are invaluable advantages to the music student. 


Offices Onis for Registration September ith” 
For particulars ‘and Year ape apply | to RALPH LE. FLA NDERS, Genciat Manager 


Noriioastern University 
SCHOOL OF ENGINEERING 


_ COURSES OFFERED: 


The School. of Engineering, Northeastern aiersity. offers four-year 
college courses of study, in co-operation with engineering firms, in the . 
~ following branches. of engineering, leading to the Bachelor's - degree: 


1. CIVIL ENGINEERING ‘ 3. ELECTRICAL ENGINEERING 
2. .MECHANICAL ENGINEERING 4. CHEMICAL ENGINEERING 


_ REQUIREMENTS FOR ADMISSION: 


Graduates of the Needham High School who. have inefuded Algebra to 
quadratics and plane seme ay 3 in their courses of study are acento: 
“without examinations. 


_ EARNINGS: The earnings of the students for their services Sith co-operating ee 
_ vary from $250 to $600 per year. 


CATALOG: For a catalog or any further fiforntation in nregard to the school, address 


“CARL S. ELL, Dean . 
School of Engineering, Northeastern- University. 


BOSTON 17, MASS. 
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Pianoforte, Organ, Voice, Violin, Violincello and all other Orchestral festrumants: 
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_ HALF-TONES 
c a _ ZINCETCHINGS 


Roa fF 


SOBRIDGE SIREET COR FOSTER, 
“WorcesTER “MASS. 
Tel. Park 3446 


